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10 Million People a Day 


go to the movies in this country; and say what you will about 
the quality of the average motion-picture production,.it has 
an inHuence more profound, more deeply-rooted than the 
printed word, and is spread over a wider territory. 

The ‘‘pictures” are the universal language; they speak ta 

° ° ° ° “2% 
the heart, they stir the emotions, they leave their impress on 
the dullest intelligence. And next to the movies themselves 

° . ay y. 
are the magazines which tell about them and illustrate them 
in “stills.” 

Only one magazine in the world is devoted to the humor of 
the screen. That magazine is FILM FUN. is 

It is clean, bright, sophisticated, amusing. 

It is the popular motion-picture magazine in its perfection. 

It publishes an average of fifty unique photographic illus- 
trations in each issue. 

It tells intimate facts about the famous ‘“‘stars” of the 
screen. 

It prints the best thought of the best-known authors on all 
matters relating to the art of motion pictures. 

It is beautiful physically and it is a joy to read. 

It is neither highbrow nor lowbrow; only just human and 
entertaining. 

We believe it will be worth your while to buy a copy of 
FILM FUN at the nearest newsstand or periodical shop. We 
believe that once you have read it you will want it every month. 

y 


Try it—today. Ask for the 


September KI] M KUN Now 


On sale (if not already sold out) by all live-wire newsdealers 
and booksellers 
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“THE HAPPY MEDIUM” 








VOLUME 81 ; . NUMBER 2077 
- al New York, AvuGust 20, 1921 . a ee 
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Parren ibe Mans * 


b: **% > 4 ae a Mane. 
Drawn by Watter De Maris. 
Distinguished Reformer—(giving his wife an object lesson)—-THERE NOW! YOU CAN SEE FOR YOURSELF JUST HOW YOU LOOK IN 


THESE DISGUSTING GOWNS! 





Drawn by Perry Barlow. 


“THE JEDGE AIN’T RUNNING FOR OFFICE THIS YEAR.” 




















Drawn by T. S. Tousey. 


CENSORED. 








The Girl With the Naked 


By Gevcetr BurGEss 


Ears 


Author of “The Purple Cow,” “Goops and How to Be Them,” “Are You a Bromide?” Ete. 


OR a week Coralie Seabeam had 
K eaten only by proxy. Those 
proxies had, to be sure, al- 
ways voted right, and many pork 
chops and fried sweets had been 
elected. But somehow, it wasn’t ex- 
actly like dropping in your own bal- 
lot at the Cafeteria, and pulling out 
a sturdy Hamburg steak that was 
Very Truly Yours. 

And no matter how tight you lace 
your corset, though you may deform 
your liver and reduce your waist line, 
your appetite keeps right on swell- 
ing, swelling like a child movie actor’s 
head. 

But in order to eat, Coralie had to 
have a job. In the good old days 
before the Big Drought, she had been 
the-second-from-the-end in the front 
row of the Midnights. She had sung 
“The Girl with the Naked Ears,” 
that ditty which the Society for the 
Advertisement of Vice had tried so 
hard to suppress. In those days, 
lobsters, both broiled and pickled, 
were plenty on Longacre Square. 


One could open the stage-door and 
coast right into a mob of top hats, 
gardenias and monocles. 

And then—Volstead came. The 
Midnights closed up. And Coralie 
was left, as the tide went out, wrig- 
gling upon the beach. Broke! 

In the agencies and managers’ pal- 
aces where she sought for work no 
one seemed to know her now. She 
who had been so very, so almost too 
visible on the stage, so visible at 
times that the Mayor had been asked 
to interfere, now apparently could 
not be seen with the bared eye. In 
one month she had become as extinct 
as “Hiawatha,” as quaintly old-fash- 
oned as Cassie Chadwick. Such is 
life in Times Square & Co. 

And yet, Coralie knew that no mat- 
ter how dead you are, you can always 
revive if the police or the reporters 
will assist. All you have to do is to 
break into the Front Page. How? 
Ah, that’s what has kept so many 
good and great from becoming fa- 
mous—that How. 


But Coralie had brains—how many 
no one knew as yet. But they were 
soon to be discovered. 

What is so rare as a day in June? 
Then, if ever, come the longest days. 
On Fifth Avenue the sun _ shone 
bright, and almost equally on Broad- 
way. The sidewalks were crowded 
with flappers, straw hats, bargain- 
hounds and 100 per cent. Americans 
with flasks on their hips. 

In front of the Public Library, the 
manicured, marcelled lions gazed at 
a brilliant and perspiring throng— 
but said nothing, in that cold, piti- 
less way granite lions have. In the 
traffic signal tower, at 42nd Street, 
Fifth Avenue’s pet lighthouse, a cyn- 
ical officer looked down sneeringly 
at the horde of Fords, thick as cock- 
roaches in an East Side kitchen, and, 
every half hour or so, stopped them 
with a bloodshot red light, to let a 
Rolls-Royce go West. 

Suddenly, amongst the passers-by 
—a gasp of amazement—horror! A 











young girl, unnerved by the movies, 
gazed and fainted. What was it? 
A maniac at large with a safety- 
razor? An escaped giraffe devouring 
$95 French hats? A murmur. Two 
murmurs, sinister, sticky—the crowd 
began to thicken like fudge, bubble 
like home brew. It was soon a mob, 
yelling like boy scouts, pursuing— 
whom? 

It was Coralie Seabeam, calm as 
a fried oyster, walking down the 
Avenue. Opposite Tiffany’s the mob 
closed in on her. The traffic cops 
rushed in and fought like a Flatbush 
commuter in a crowded subway 
car. Then came the reserves—the 
clanging patrol wagon—and Coralie, 
bundled into a blanket to hide her 
shame, was driven to the police sta- 


tion, a dozen feverish reporters gal- | 


loping in her wake. 


“Coralie Seabeam, you are accused |) 
of appearing on the public thorough- ' 


fares in cotton stockings. Are you 
guilty or not guilty?” 

The prosecution’s evidence was 
d—ing. There were scores of indig- 
nant citizens ready to swear that 
Coralie’s legs, swathed in fuzzy black, 
had been absolutely invisible. Sweet 
young debutantes, whom nothing in 
the world had ever been able to shock 
before, blushed as they took the 
stand to testify to the outrage. 

“Had this brazen hussy been cap- 
tured on the East Side,” thundered 
the District Attorney, “or kept to 
the cide streets, I might have been 
persuaded, on account of her youth— 











Drawn by PAUL REILLY. 


Wrecked Golfer—WELL, OUTSIDE OF EVERY- 
THING ELSE, THIS IS A MIGHTY POOR “LIE”! 


though against my better judgment 
—to ask that she be let off with a 
reprimand. But to flaunt and parade 
her shame on the aristocratic pave- 
ments of Fifth Avenue, embarrass- 
ing and mortifying the handsomest 
set of traffic cops in the world—such 
insolence and contumely demands the 
heaviest sentence the law allows!” 

Coralie’s counsel, however, made a 
strident fight. 























Drawn by W. G. Farr. 


“THE CALL OF THE WILD.” 
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) get left. 
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lt was proved by competent wit- 
nesses that the demand for silken 
hosiery was so gigantic that no shop 
could keep supplied. The Invisible 
Stocking Company, for instance, was 
selling 100,000 pairs a day. Coralie 
had stood for hours near their 
counters withcut being waited on, 


t crowded by factory girls, sweatshop 


workers and suburbanites. 

Dockmen at the Battery testified 
that immediately upon being released 
from Ellis Island, emigrants from 
Europe and the Near East jumped 
into taxicabs and hurried to buy gray 
sheersilk hose and low-necked shoes. 


Mi Millions of bolts of striped silk 
- manufactured for brick-layers’ and 
hod carriers’ shirts, was _ being 


ravelled out, bleached, re-dyed and 


#; rewoven into ladies’ stockings. 


Of the millions of would-be pur- 
chasers, therefore, some few must 
Coralie was simply one of 
the unfortunates. 

True, she might indeed have gone 
on Fifth Avenue with bare legs. Ne 
one would have ever known the dif- 
ference, nowadays; but Coralie Sea- 
beam was an honest girl. She had 
promised her dying mother, more- 
over, to be decollete only in her 
Northern Hemisphere. 

And so Coralie Seabeam, although 
she had to serve ten days in the 
County Jail, had the satisfaction of 
seeing herself on the front page of 
every newspaper in New York. The 
pictures, it is true, didn’t always 
show her face, but the lower half of 
her was fairly recognizable. Her legs 
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had become famous, both right and 
left. 

But still fame, unfortunately, is 
sometimes highly indigestible. Cor- 
alie’s publicity, so dearly bought, 
now haunted her like a_ garlic. 
Scarcely wis she released from jail 
when she was approached by an in- 
ordinate theatrical manager. 

“Please sign on the dotted line, 
girlie,” he said. “I’m going to en- 
gage you at your very own salary 
to wear cotton stockings in my new 
Revue. You’re the town talk, and un- 
less the show is stopped, we’ll turn 
‘em away!” 

Coralie turned red—then blue. 
“Do you intend to insult me?” she 
demanded, “or is it only your natural 
Transylvanian ignorance?” 

“Don’t you know how to write?” 
he asked. 

“T know this much,” was her brit- 
tle answer, “I have a sense of mod- 
esty. I have, I confess, worn costumes 
on the stage that were somewhat 
minus. I have even appeared with 
naked ears. But to show myself in 
cotton stockings—never!”’ 

The manager was clearly in a fog. 
“But—but Miss Seabeam—you have 
already appeared in cotton stockings! 
In point of fact you’ve done time for 
it. I don’t quite see—” 

“Then, look!” cried Coralie. “There 
ere the horrid things now!” And she 
tossed him two longish bags. “Silk 
—pure silk! I only fooled them. 
Silk!—but I sandpapered them all 
rough, so they’d look like cotton— 
so as to get publicity. And,” she 
added with a quaint smile, “if you’d 
like me to appear in them at your 
show, the salary will be a simple 
thou’ a week!” 


“Sawdust 
Sociability”’ 
By 
VICTOR DAVIES 


|™ fond of 

these no- 
madic carnivals. 
You know the 
kind that breeze 
in on a couple of 
motor trucks, 
set up between 
five and six in 
the evening, and 
play to capacity 


the same night. Drawn by PAUL REILLY. 


There’s a sym- THE ETERNAL FEMININE. 


pathetic chord 
somewhere in my makeup that re- 
sponds when the wanderers arrive, 
and begin to give their blatant ex- 
hibitions. 

Probably you, too, have _ stood 
around and gaped bewildered at the 




















Drawn by Garpner O. REA, 





“How Dare You!” 


stands, wonder- 
ing where in 
the world all 
the lambs come 
from to be 
fleeced by trying 
to ring the 
canes, or guess 
the elusive lucky 
numbers. 

It always has 
been, and will 
remain, a mys- 
tery. 

So when one 
blew in last 
month, I was 
there in spite of 
the rain. It 
poured so that 
it washed away 
the stakes of the sideshow tent. 

Help ’em? Sure I did! It’s re- 
markable, the spirit that exists 
among these people. For the bearded 
lady, the fat man, all of ’em; even 
the little acrobat in the blue tights 
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. got together and we had it 
fixed in no time. 

After that I was at the show every 
night for the rest of the time they 
were in town. 

For you know, the little acrobat 
was different. 

Like a sapphire in a cast-iron 
setting. I’m sure you get my 
simile. 

From the way she looked at the 
ticket-seller when I was around, I 
thought he was attentive to her. So 
( kept in the dark till he went home 
one night. 

And I stood outside the tent until 
the grounds were deserted. All the 
lights went out, and finally the 
freaks and the little acrobat left the 
tent. 

Oh! the dangers of uncertainty! 
The disasters of not being well- 
informed! Just because of that I 
spent the last two weeks in the hospi- 
tal, resting up. 

How should I know the strong man 
was her husband! 
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AFTER A KISS IN THE CANOE. 


A Certain Prominent Man 
By HELEN HYSELL 
HE 


gave the impression of being 

a man of vast attainments. 
Women raved over his distinguished 
appearance, and men admitted that 
he was personable. He was courte- 
ous without being stupid and pleas- 
ing without being effusive. 

Vague and presumably meaningful 
sentences fell smoothly from his lips. 
Listening, one would think that his 
remarks were worthy of being trans- 
mitted to posterity, so im- 
portant was their presen- 
tation and so earfilling 
their sound. 

Skillfully he gave pref- 
erence to topics which 
were settled thousands of 
years ago by millions of 
conventional thinkers. He 
embroidered his phrases 
with ponderous’ words 
which gave weight to his 
conversation. 

His innumerable ad- 
mirers were loud in their 
peans of admiration. 
They were a choir whose 
hymns were compilations 
of compliments. With be- 
nign tolerance, he ad- 
mitted that he possessed 
all the admirable qualities 
they claimed for him. In- 
cidentally, he privately be- 
lieved his intuition was 
exceptionally keen and 
that his worshippers had 
never fully comprehended 
his really remarkable in- 
tellect. 

Still, there are a few 


calm unbiased observers who actually 
understand him. These quiet-minded 
spectators see the man beneath the 
manner. Their verdict is: Mediocrity 
hiding behind a hedge of vague 
vacuity. 


Of Problematic Benefit 
Comma—The population boosters 
should thank the late Railroad Ad- 
ministration for one thing. 
Tose—What? 
Comma—lIt 
rate. 


increased the berth 


* 
\\ 


oa 
AN 
WS 


Y 


eS J 
y A Z - 4s 


NY 


S 


(yn 
(Ss 


=< 
i . 


\, “gy 





Drawn by G. B. INwoop. 


“I’m JEST TAKIN’ A CHANCT, JIMMY. 
I’VE BEEN WANTIN’, BUT IF IT’S A CHINAMAN IT AIN’T.” 
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IF IT’S A CAT IT’S JEST WHAT 


The Thrill of the Line 


By BERNARD FINN 


Gomes of the joys of love discourse, 
And some to base ball their lyres 
smite, 
Some rave about the golfing course, 
Some in jackpots find delight. 
Each to his taste, but bless my soul! 
No game nor sport nor lover’s kiss 
Can match the thrill of a fishing pole 
Bobbing up this! 
down 
and like 
I concede a charm to laughing eyes 
When for kissing you’re in the 
mood; 
1 grant a thrill to rolling dice, 
I agree that most games are good. 
To hit the line, to kick a goal 
Is sport you may not want to miss, 
But I prefer a fishing pole 
Bobbing up 
down 


this! 


and like 
So--— 
When creditors are pressing 
And when debtors fail to pay; 
When your mind is worn with fret- 
ting 
About the worries of the day, 

Go find a sheltered fishing hole, 
Your tired mind invite to bliss, 
Where you can watch your bamboo 

pole 
Bobbing 
down 


up this! 


and like 


On the Pay Roll 
By WILLIAM SANFORD 


E talked of books and 
authors. She knew 
them all by name and fame, 
which was read the most 
and why. I was delighted. 
She was the best-informed 
person on books that I had 
met in the city. 
“You must love books!” 
I exclaimed delightedly. 
“Aren’t they wonderful!” 
“Love them!” she re- 
plied. “No, I hate them! 
But I have to learn their 
old names and who they 
are by. I’m an _ index 
clerk in the library!” 


An Unsuccessful Calling 
He—Why is a hotel- 
j keeper always up against 
it? 
She—You’re joking! 
He—Not at all. It’s be- 
cause he’s inn-experienced. 
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Drawn by Rene CLARK. 


NOW THAT WOMEN PLAY GOLF IN 
KNICKERS. 

“THAT CHAP IS HAVING THE DEVIL OF A TIME 
AT THAT WATER HAZARD. Is If A MAN OR 
WOMAN, CADDY?” 

“I CAN’T SAY, SIR, AS I’M A BIT HARD OF 
HEARIN’.” 


Cluck! Cluck! 
By JULIA BOYNTON GREEN 


(UR pastor, the Rev. 
Clyde, 
Has taken to raising fine fowls on 
the side-- 
Brown Leghorns, Buff Orpingtons, 
Bantams, and “Rocks,” 
So he ministers now to two sep- 
arate flocks. 
An eggspert quite soon he’ll un- 
doubtedly be. 
We call him already “The Chicky 
D.D.” 


Christopher 


Out-Romaning Romans 
ScENE—a New York restaurant. 
(Enter the Biggses of Pottsville, 
Kansas, the Bings of Fairport, Iowa, 
and the Biddles of Hick River, Ne- 
braska; all dressed up for the city. 
Mrs. Biccs (to her husband star- 
ing at the Bings and the Biddles). 
Look! There’s some typical New 
Yorkers. Tell by their clothes. 
Mrs. BINGS (to Mr. Bing staring 
at the Biggses and the Biddles) : 
Those people are typical New 
Yorkers. Wonderful clothes. 


Mrs. BIDDLE (to Mr. Biddle, both 
Q 


Fg 
< - 
Re 

No / 


at the Biggses and the 
Bings): You can never mistake real 
New Yorkers. Clothes tell every time. 

(Enter the Van Tuyls of New York 
City wearing any old thing.) 

Mrs. Biccs: Some folks from our 
parts I reckon. 

Mrs. BINGS: Look like home, don’t 
they? You can tell in a minute. 

Mrs. BIDDLE: Just fancy dressing 
like that in New York! Well, I’m 
glad we know what’s proper to wear 
in a restaurant like this. 

Mrs. VAN TUYL (looking about) : 
I wonder where al! these vulgar, over- 
dressed people come from! 


staring 
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SATURDAY TO SUNDAY AT THE BEACH. 





SHANKS. 








Drawn by C. 
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His Wengbion 


Drawn by A. T. MERRICK. 


“THIS IS TIRESOME WORK THESE 
HOT DAYS-—BUT I HAVE AN IDEA.” 


Cold, Cold! 


By KATHARINE HAVILAND TAYLOR 


HE was beautifully clothed in 
S the green raiment he had se- 
lected for her; many would 
have called her lovely, but to the man 
who stood before her, the man who 
dreamed of her, planned triumphs 
for her—and his triumph over her, 
she had begun to lack because she 
was so cold. 

To him she would reveal nothing 
but a chill repression. And how he 
had worked to arouse her, to make 
her stretch out her arms toward 
him as though she longed for his 
touch. ... True, she sometimes 
held out her satin-skinned, glori- 
ously molded arms, but when he drew 
close to touch her—ah, he knew! 
Knew what he meant to her! How 
slight was his influence! 

They were often alone, and she 
made no remonstrance when he 
played with her hair, arranging it 
fancifully as a lover will; or clasped 
strings of pearls, or chains of Orien- 
tal whim about her lovely throat. 
At the admiration in his eyes she 
only smiled gently. 

One morning he came upon her 
idling in a swing. Her skin showed 
a suspicion of moisture and she was 
very quiet. 

“You’re feeling the heat,” he said, 
a sneer in his tone, “and I thought 
you could feel nothing! God,” he 
ended harshly, “your restraint is 
killing me!” 

It was that afternoon that the 
climax was reached; he had been ar- 
ranging chairs and cushions for her. 
Would she sit here, or here? But 
no care for her comfort seemed to 
matter, nor to make her conscious 
of his devotion. 

Suddenly he stooped, drew a deep 
breath and picked her up. Roughly 
he laid her on a porch swing. Her 
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a WORLD!” 
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LETTER ‘O’ AND 


gaze clung to _ his, 

but there was no 

\ fear in it; only the 
Wg ghost of a question 
seemed to lurk in 

the blue of her eyes. 

The remoteness of her look smote his 
heart and set it to aching hideously. 

“Will nothing make you change?” 
he asked, between set teeth. “Think 
of my devotion, the time I lavish 
upon you, how I care, how it matters, 
and—pity!”’ 

But still she did not speak. Sud- 
denly, with a squaring of his shoul- 
ders and a look of the brute on his 
face, he turned to lower a curtain. 
It grew dark; again he picked her 
up, held her close, and laughed 


harshly as he whispered, “Now we 
shall see who rules 

An hour later he rolled up the 
She was sitting in a chair, 


7 ha 


curtain. 





= (uicSTea L. Gaaye 
Drawn by CiiesTer I. GARDE. 

Friend (unaware of Rector’s recent be- 
reavement) AND HOW'S THE WIFE STAND- 
ING THE HEAT THESE DAYS? 
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le’ 
His Vacation 


SEE IT MAKES ALL THE DIFFERENCE IN THE 


her head lowered, and in her hands 
was a copy of the Atlantic Monthly. 
No faintest hint was upon her face 
cf all she had gone through. He 
looked at her and almost sobbed. 

“Hopeless,” he groaned. “Some 
may see tenderness in you, feeling in 
you, but not I!” His voice dropped 
away, and he turned aside, a beaten 
and a broken man. 

Outside the window two women 
paused. The one who weighed two 
hundred and fifty spoke: 

“Look at that there figger with the 
green lawn dress and the green 
sweater on,” she said; “the one a 
settin’ and readin’. Don’t it seem 
like she could speak if she had a 
mind to? They certainly do dress 
windows elegant, now-a-days!” 


The Meticulous Author 
By KENNETH DUANE WHIPPLE 
| DARE not mix 
A metaphor. 
Believe me, nix! 
I dare not mix 
My words, but fix 
It better, for 
I dare not mix 
A metaphor. 


I seldom write 
Hyperbole. 

In form so trite 

I seldom write; 

Although I might 
Use verbally, 

I seldom write 
Hyperbole. 


’Tis true, I pen 
Synecdoche. 

I don’t know when, 

’Tis true, I pen, 

But now and then, 
Correct to be, 

’Tis true, I pen 
Synecdoche. 
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Drawn by J. NorMAN LYND 


KEEN, RED-BLOODED, STEEL-TRAP EXECUTIVES IN CONFERENCE 


Hey, Maud! 


By ROBERT L. PEMBERTON 


\ AUD MULLER on a summer 
day 

Raked the meadow sweet with hay; 

The Judge came riding by that way, 

And thus she heard him harshly say— 
“Wake up there, Maud!” 


Maud raised aloft her raking tool 
And shrilled with anger, “Darned old 
fool!” 
The Judge replied, “Fair maid, keep 
cool: 
I was but speaking to my mule. 
Step lively, Maud!” 


in a Haberdashery 
Sweet Young Thing—I want to 
get some gold collar buttons for a 
man with a dome-shaped head and 
a long shank. 


Economic Investment 
Wife—John, will you give me 
$25 to get my hair permanently 
waved? 
Husband—yYes, and here’s $100 to 
get your hat permanently trimmed. 


Shifting Sands 
“Pa, what is meant by spirit con- 
trol?” 
“Formerly the 
physician.” 


butler, now the 





Called 

By TERRELL LOVE HOLLIDAY 
She said her name was Julie. 
i though she told me truly, 
But changed opinions, by and by. 
Truth teller, she was not one. 
Her birth month was a hot one; 
So now I call her Miss July. 


You May Be Sure of It 
“Won’t the new beach censorship 


9, 


scare away the bathers? 
“No; not the bathers!” 
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Drawn by C. T. ANDERSON 
“DON’T YOU FEEL NERVOUS DRIVING SO 
FAST AROUND THIS DANGEROUS CURVE?” 
“Nope! I GOT THE OLD BUS INSURED FER 
ENOUGH JACK TO GIT A BRAND NEW ONE.” 
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THE USUAL, OR FRONT VIEW AND 


A Safe Message 
By WILLIAM SANFORD 


UST before you seal that letter to 
’ a girl acquaintance say to your- 
self: “What is going to happen to 
my letter? 

“Will it be read to the members 
of a bridge club? 

“Will extracts from it be quoted 
to a girl friend? 

“Will what I wrote for humor be 
read as tragedy and throw the girl 
into hysterics? 

“Will all her friends gather around 
her and call me a brute? 

“Will the little items that I wrote 
for brilliant wit be regarded as 
stupid and silly? 

“Will she read a lot between the 
lines when there is nothing there? 

“Will she wonder why I wrote at 
all?” 

Now take the letter, tear it into 
sixty-seven pieces and send the girl 
a pretty souvenir card with “greet- 
ings” on it. Everyone likes to receive 
greetings, and they are a pretty 
safe thing to send. 


The Great Highway 
First Cootie—Where’ve you been? 
On a vacation? 
Second Cootie—Well, kind of 2 
one. Been on a tramp. 











oo nt gee gl 
gerd 


ee Lae 
ae = 
ek ae me 
ae keene 
, pianes. 0 
ia 
wh. 


THE HUMAN, OR BACK VIEW AND REAR ELEVATION. 


Their Silver Weddings 
By KATHERINE NEGLEY 

OHN GRANT noticed in the paper 
. it was his twenty-fifth wedding 
anniversary. He would never have 
thought of it otherwise. 

He supposed his secretary, who 
interviewed reporters for him, had 
remembered. 

Twenty-five years ago he had mar- 
ried Emily. She was in California 
now for the winter. He could not re- 
member whether it was Los Angeles 
or San Francisco. He knew she pre- 
ferred the climate of one of them. 
Her social secretary kept his secre- 
tary notified as to her whereabouts 
sc as to receive the checks when she 
wanted money. 

His son was generally at the Club. 
He never saw him except when he got 
into a scrape—which was often. 

His daughter was married to a 
titled foreigner. He believed it was 
an Englishman. 

He was worth several billion dol- 
lars. His house in New York cost a 
million and his art collection cost 
about as much. 

He was President of the Corpora- 
tion now and Director in many big 
enterprises. 

The game was losing its zest some- 
what, however. 

The beauties on Broadway were 
his only recreation—but he had to 





buy them at a high price, checks, 
dinners, yachts and limousines. 


It was also William MacBeth’s 
twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. 

He sent the picture of his family 
to the newspapers. His son William 
and wife to his right, and William 
Third on his knee; his daughter 
Mary and her husband on Mother’s 
left with Mary Third on Mother's 
knee. Back of them stood John, in 
college and James in High School; 
and sitting in front was Cathleen the 
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THE CREATOR OF THE MODERN RAILROAD 
TIME-TABLE TRIES TO FIND HIS TRAIN TWO 
MINUTES BEFORE LEAVING. 
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baby, aged ten, for their old age. 

They owned their little home, they 
had a few Liberty Bonds and a small 
bank account. 

Father had a job that made their 
expenses and a little over. Mother 
kept house and never went anywhere 
unless Father could go too. 

Father said he felt just as young 
as a boy and hoped he and Mother 
would see their golden wedding an- 
niversary. 

They were a human, healthy, happy 
family. 


I Can’t Canter Cantabile! 
By JAMES RUTHERFORD SCOTT 


ROM the Zenith to the Nadir 

Trots my Muse without Per- 
suader, 

Heedless of the tiresome canter, 

Always manages to perk. 

So, we started Scenic Wonder, 

Full of thrilling Blood and Thunder, 

Lipping-full of dash and banter, 

But we reined up with a jerk— 

In the Fog slipped in Bog, 

Where our Climax seemed to lurk 

Till it smote us with: “Get up 

And go to work!” 


Fed Up 
“Is it hot enough for you?” 
“Go chase yourself. I’m not an- 
swering any questionnaires.” 
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“Detained at the Office” 
By IRENE VAN VALKENBURG 


KY ELYN yawned tremendously and 

reached out one slender white 
arm from under the mass of frilly 
bed-clothes. ‘‘Ye-es?” she drawled 
into the telephone. 

Instantly an irritated frown puck- 
ered her smooth brow. “Is that what 
you disturbed me for?” she angrily 
demanded. A second later she was 
deep again in untroubled slumber. 

In the apartment across the cor- 
ridor a two weeks bride hung up her 
telephone, shed a few hysterical tears 
into a tiny handkerchief, and packed 
her suitcase to go home to her mother. 

In the bride’s kitchen Norah, by 
the day, rattled the receiver hook 
viciously. “D’ye hear me? I tell 
you, you won’t, neither! I'll be home 
at four o’clock!” 

In her luxurious boudoir, in the 
city’s most expensive apartment ho- 
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“THAT so? 


tel, Myrtle Grace listened attentively 
at her telephone. “Well, Doodleums 
dear, I'll see you in the morn- 
ing, then,” she said. Then, softly, 
sweetly, she called a number of her 
own. 

Only old Mrs. Hardy, in the little 
cottage on the suburban corner, mur- 
mured gently into the telephone 
mouthpiece, “I am very sorry, Hor- 
ace. I will have some hot coffee for 
you when you come in,” and sat all 
evening and brooded over a richly 
blessed, well-lived marriage. 


A Suggestion 
By MARIE ELLYSON 


G OOD Milords, reform the Trophy 

—the cup with two handles. It 
has rather too much of the past for 
these quiet days! Make the thing 
like every other fellow’s Shaving Mug 
or like the honest Kitchen Pot or 
like an Open Umbrella—that’s pic- 


MARRIED BY A JUSTICE OF THE PEACE.” 
I ALWAYS IMAGINED IT 
WAS DONE BY THE SECRETARY OF WAR.” 


turesque and clearly says, “Come out 
in the rain and chirp with me!”’ 

Or, as a design, how about the 
Gourd? In mythology, I think, it is 
associated with one Jonah—which 
might appeal to Scholars. And even 
the Stock Exchange would respect 
such a symbol—if no allusion were 
made to the Fable. But in any event 
reform the Trophy. Why a cup with 
handles? Why a cup! 


Cooking Justice 

Lawyer—The Judge seems to be 
peevish, to-day. 

Court Attendant—I don’t blame 
him. That’s the sixth booze case he’s 
tried, so far, in which the detectives 
drank all of the evidence! 


Local Color 
Rub—Have you been picnicking 
yet? 
Dub—Hasn’t been necessary; the 
ants got in our refrigerator! 














—— 





Drawn from life by Leo Mie.ziner. 





AMONG THOSE PLEASANT-—EDWARD W. BOK 


“NO KITCHEN, REMEMBERING THAT IT WAS MR. BOK WHO RAISED IT FROM THE MOCKERY OF PLAIN-COOKERY TO THE NINETEENTH-HOLE 
COURSERY OF MODERN GASTRONOMICS, CAN CONSCIENTIOUSLY RAISE ITS HEAD WITHOUT AT LEAST A HAND-COLORED PRINT OF ITS BENEFACTOR 


SET NEATLY IN A FRYING-PAN FRAME OVER THE GAS-RANGE 


See article on opposite page.) 














erland hinterland came to this 

country a little Dutch boy with 
a handmade, homespun education to 
prove that scholastic skyrockets are 
but an honorable mention not worth 
mentioning in the same class with the 
Public-spiritedness of the Public 
School when applied to the public 
welfare. 

Edward William Bok, however, 
literally pulled himself up by his 
Dutch courage until he may now be 
called the Foster Mother of the great 
female reading flotsam of these Be- 
nighted States of America. He has 
done much to keep the foot on the 
cradle, the knitting needle in the 
hand and the cook book open upon 
the kitchen table. 

Edward William has done for 
woman what the Salvation Army is 
doing for men—minus cornets, trom- 
bones or tambourines .. . more power 
to him! No fuil-blooded American 
man should withhold from him the 
Curtisy of Publication. He is the 
man behind the darning needle; he is 
the Bok of the mended sock. 

With the consummate subtlety of 
a State Senator, he has suggested So 
many ways and means of keeping 
woman faithful to the home that she 
must indeed be ingenious to develop 
a talent for the gambling den or the 
pool-room. 

We feel that Bok, almost single- 
handedly, has darn-near restored Eve 
to the pinnacle of purity upon which 
she once so blythely balanced her- 
self, up to the time when Adam 
danced the snake-dance in the Gar- 
den and disposed of the apple-pie she 
had more or less innocently baked 
from a Ladies’ Home Journal recipe, 
and which wasn’t to be eaten till to- 
morrow’s breakfast. 

We beg to warn all women of evil 
design or pattern to steer a wide 
course, clear of Independence Square, 
Philadelphia, and the insidiousness 
of the Bok system. 

We shudder to think to what 
depths of degradation woman might 
have fallen without Ladies’ Home 
Journalism. Mr. Bok has provided 
so many pretty lures to hitch woman 
to the housewiffletree that it is only 
with the utmost abandon that she 
may lay down the bobbin for the 
cigarette. 

What an influence for good he 
might have swung over the heads of 
the Historic Vamps of yesteryear! 
With a copy of the Ladies’ Home 
Journal in hand, could Helen of 
Troy—nay, would she have dared 


Pees the windmills of the Neth- 


Hic Bok Beatus 


By Georce MircHey 


turn Paris green with jealousy? 
Could immodest Salome have dropped 
a single veil or perpetrated a double 
cross, if she had been taught to lisp 
Ladies’ Home Journalectures at her 
mother’s’ kneeside? What, my 
friends, does Echo answer? We ask 
you. One can but conjure up an Old 
Home Journalless world to under- 
stand why crime was, but is no more. 

No self-respecting fireside should 
glow without a portrait of the great 
American Fireside Companion. It 
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IF THE STAIRS AND TRUNK LOOK A TRIFLE 
OUT OF DRAWING PLEASE EXCUSE THE ARTIST 
AS HE WAS THE VICTIM AND THIS WAS HIS 
IMPRESSION. 
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should be neatly enclosed in a home- 
knitted, heart-shaped matt. No 
kitchen, remembering that it was Mr. 
Bok who raised it from the mockery 
of plain-cookery to the nineteenth- 
hole coursery of modern gastronom- 
ics, can conscientiously raise its head 
without at least a hand-colored print 
of its patron saint set neatly in a 
frying-pan frame over the gas-range. 

It is indeed but an ungrateful bed- 
room that does not smilingly exhibit 
the face of its benefactor upon one 
(at least) of its prettily chintsed 
walls, or stand upon the whatnottery 
of one of his inventions. We feel, in 
sum, that as many rooms as one may 
afford during these days of the re- 
lentless rent, should pay homage to 
the homely home maker; the mother’s 
mainstay; the debutante’s deliverer ; 
the baby’s layetteer—for be it ever 
so grumble, there is no home but is 
the happier for our Philadelphia 
Dutch Cleanser. 


Woman’s Insight 
(A Lover’s Complaint) 
By HAROLD STANSBURY 


| ™ just a little jealous, 
- And She, without a doubt, 
Although I’ve tried the same to hide, 
Has somehow found it out. 
She’s very penetrating, 
She sees what you can’t see, 
She somehow knows whatever goes 
On ’way inside of me. 


I’m at a disadvantage, 
I can’t retaliate, 

I can’t conceal the things I feel 
(Or even things I ate). 

Oh, call it intuition, 
Oh, call it what you please; 

It’s not designed to put the mind, 
To say the least, at ease. 


Now, do you think it decent 
So searchingly to peek 

Behind the place I call my face, 
My secrets for to seek? 

And were it not a boldness, 
To scrutinize my skin 

Without this stern resolve to learn 
The very thoughts within? 


You’d think I was complaining, 
You’d think I thought Her mean; 

You’d think I thought she hadn’t 

ought 

To be so very keen. 

Don’t misconstrue my meaning, 
Don’t let my words mislead: 

A world where She was not would be 
A‘dull, dull world indeed! 
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“NO END GLAD TO HAVE YOUR COMPANY, OLD CHAP, BUT WHY 


THOUGHT YOU'D JUST BOUGHT A CAR.” 
“Sure! 


Little Visit to Big Who- 
Is-Who 


Ry CHINESE YOUNG MAN (S. P. K. 
MING) 
This time, can see Mr. W. M. 
Shakespeare ) 


( 7 COODNATURE READER, I like 

to have you come longside the 
house Mr. W. M. Shakespeare. Will 
come? 

First, must go back some few year. 
In those day, England have got plenty 
tiger, plenty wild man: then too, 
have got one queen everybody call it 
Elizabeth. On Stratford side, have 
got one small mudmake house with 
straw roof. Somebody make a talk- 
ing in the house. Who can be? Oh, 
i thought so. That must be lady 
wife. “William,” say lady wife, “no 
use you sit there and write the book. 
More better you come make the fire, 
cut the bamboo shoots, wash the 
rice.” 

(The one she call 
never do what she say. He only sit 
there, write the book) “William,” 
say lady wife, “I think you very 
dumbell fella. No use write the book. 
More better you come hold the baby.” 

(He never say something. Only 
make a writing in the book) “Never 
mind,” say she after a few moment 
in sweetly tone, “More better you 
write the book. You so very, very 
dumbell, I fear you hold baby top- 
side down!” That time, man she 
call ‘ William,” he stand up plenty 
mad. He say cross word like this: 
“T got plenty tired your say some- 
thing. Lay off MacDuff!” Then he 
take a ricksha and pass over on Lon- 
don side. 

First time he get to London side, 
he never do much business. Day- 
time, hold the horse. Nightime, 
write the poetry, play the domino. 


William, he 





What time he sleep: 
it. Pretty soon he meet some young 
(He also meet three or 


gentle men. 





ARE YOU HOOFING IT AGAIN? 


I pip, BUT | HAD TO TURN IT IN AS PART PAYMENT ON MY FIRST MONTH'S GARAGE BILL.” 


I don’t know 


four very hard boil, but no use to 


say something.) 
Goodnature 

my tael is finish. 
After 17 


man. Never write 
some more. Only 
sit the garden, 
smoke the pipe. 

Goodnature 
Reader, who can be 
this man what 
lady wife call “Wil- 
liam”? Can guess? 
Why, he Mr. W. M. 
Shapespeare, else 
who! 


Why Cities 
Are Popular 


By MCCREADY 
HUSTON 


( NE cannot go 

to the country 
with a little party 
of friends without 
hearing the host’s 
wife tell, from the 
front seat, how she 
just loves to get 
out into the open 
and revel in the 
big outdoors. Usu- 
ally nothing but a 
big outdoors would 
answer. One can- 
not run out even 
for a short airing 
in the machine 
without having to 
lean forward and 
shout down the 
motor in expressing 
unbounded admira- 
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Reader, 


year in 
man go strangely home and be gentle 


pretty soon 


tion for the favorite views of 
everybody in the car. And 
all the time you know the 
host is lcoking for a good 
spot to stop so he can make 
you carry water and build a 
fire. 

Then some one is sure to 
suggest that the men and 
women run races or have a 
ball game—just be kiddies 
again. Going back, the host 
tells you what a good pal his 
wife is; she is in for any- 
thing. Then the moon rises 
and you put your O. K. on 
that! Yes, the city is still 
very popular with some of us. 

Under no Obligations 

North—Why _ didn’t you 
laugh at the jokes Dobbs just 
told? 


West—They were very stupid, and 
I don’t work for him any more. 


Only the Essentials 


Irate Mater—My daughter hasn’t 


acquired even the rudiments. 


London, same 


Fashionable Schoolhead—No, ours 
is a polite education. 








oe meee 


Baars 


Tae 
6 Bice : 





Lal . ® 
\ Vy! 
+ or ~. => 
~ 
‘. 
. 
* 
; ~aP s 
fy 
UT MINE ae 
VAS My : 4 
Saale rt Fy \' oe - 
vay 
- a 
‘ 


> 


—,) 


roan 1 ys iene 
a 


" 
Sa hess 
- es 


> Ss 


ont 
On ae eee Th ey 
‘ ; st . 


rs 





wt SN > \ 
west . 


. 
sam Mere Dp Pox _ 


a 

amas the? 

Pee ° 
~* 


\ 


Nea Dey SRR GM eee 


PO eR AN 


8 








Drawn by R. B. Futter. 


WHEN A BOY HAS TO MOW THE LAWN ON CIRCUS DAY. 
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DELEGATE 
The 
OLD MAIDS 
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| IF YOV CANT 
|GET A MAN 






















“ALAS,” SHE CRIED WITH FRENZIED YIPS, “THIS CURSE OF 





NICOTINE!” 


Old King Cole 


old soul, and a jolly old 

soul was he; he called for 
his pipe and he called for his 
bowl, and he called for his fiddlers 
three.” 

So we're informed by Mother 
Goose, whose tales of old were spun; 
this Old King Cole, of morals loose, 
was bound to have some fun. Fa- 
tigued by governing his realm, he 
longed to have a fling; for cares of 
state will overwhelm the most attrac- 
tive king. 

The varlet brought the king his 
pipe (a present from the queen), a 
good old briar, rank and ripe and 
soaked with nicotine. The monarch 
filled his pipe with shag and lit a par- 
lor match, when up there stepped an 
ancient hag who had a store-made 
thatch. She jerked the briar from 
his lips and soaked him on the bean; 
“Alas,” she cried, with frenzied yips, 
“this curse of nicotine! I represent 
the Old Maids’ Club, a club that’s 
nobly planned, and we’ve resolved no 
smoking dub shall rule our native 


‘O LD KING COLE was a jolly 


By Warr Mason 


Illustration by RALPH BARTON 


land. This smoking is a senseless 
craze, and chewing is a crime; tobac- 
co kills off countless jays long years 
before their time. No doubt, O king, 
you’ll punish me for handing you that 
biff; perhaps you'll hang me to a 
tree, or push me from a cliff. But I'll 
be martyred with delight, now that 
I’ve made my spiel; and when you go 
to roost to-night, some conscience- 
pangs you’ll feel.” 

The monarch called the Royal 
Guard, a bunch of soldiers bold, and 
had the female friec in lard, as sun- 
set bells were tolled. 

Then for his bowl he loudly called; 
he needed one good drink, for cares 
of state had made him bald, and put 
him on the blink. The lord high 
butler then brought in a dish of 
lemonade; perhaps it had a dash of 
gin—I know not how ’twas made. 
The monarch took it, for his frame 
required that flowing bowl; but 
through the window then there came 
Inspector Hiram Hole. He snatched 
the beaker from the king, and 
smelled it with his nose, and cried, 
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“This poison drink, by jing, came 
from no garden hose. I am the boss 
of nineteen cops who’ve trailed you 
for a year; we know that you’ve been 
buying hops, and hops are used for 
beer. I’ll have this beaker analyzed, 
and if it stains things red, you need 
not be a bit surprised if you should 
lose your head.” 

The poor old king was sad and 
sore, his breast was full of pains; 
he called his fiddlers three or four, 
to soothe him with their strains. The 
fiddlers started good and strong, with 
“Turkey in the Straw’; and then a 
censor came along and talked about 
the law. 

“This ragtime stuff,” he said, “is 
banned, this music now must cease; 
and all your fiddlers must be canned 
if you would reign in peace. These 
jazz things are a punk disease that 
fills the world with woe; the Better 
Element decrees that naught but 
hymns will go.” Then Old King Cole 
he tied a rock around his neck, they 
say, and took a long and weary walk 
that ended in the bay. 
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SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE 


HOSPITAL for wives’ with 
A changeable tempers is the 
latest Parisian project, put 
forward by experts in curable nerv- 
ous disorders. The easiest thing to 
brew at home is trouble if the woman 
at the head of the house is erratic, 
petulant and sharp-tongued. Blue- 
beard realized this and used heroic 
but now practically obsolete methods 
for preserving peace at his breakfast- 
table. The modern husband, ab- 
sorbed in business and golf, has little 
time to devote to the assassination 
of a shrewish wife. Admirable as 
the Bluebeard method of assuring 
quiet in the home may be from the 
standpoint of efficiency, it is some- 
what too crude to appeal to the 
twentieth-century husband. The 
periodical relegation of a tempera- 
mental wife to a hospital seems to 
be a method of relief for the man of 
the family that solves the problem 
upon a reasonable and humane basis. 
But now listen to the cry of protest 
that will go up from the emancipated 
women of the world! They will 
argue, and justly, that one good hospi- 
tal deserves another, that the tem- 
peramental man should be subjected 
to the same methods of treatment 
that are applied to the temperamental 
woman. We must have equality. 
Discrimination against wives—tem- 
peramental or otherwise—should not 
serve as a foundation-stone for a new 
Paris fashion. The same treatment 
used to bring back petulant women 
to a state of normalcy should be em- 
ployed, if justice is to prevail, to the 
man with the serpent tongue. 


VERY SPECIAL “SPECIAL DELIVERY” 


HEN Postmaster-General Hays 
suggested 25-cent special de- 
livery service there was some stut- 
tering and some screams. The stut- 
tering is an hereditary habit handed 
down from haggling ancestors. All 
toll-takers are familiar with it. The 


screaming is an emotional symptom, 
peculiar to guinea-hens and juries 
which convict on suspicion instead of 
evidence. The Post Office is not fo- 
menting a conspiracy to expedite 
bankruptcy. The acrid Jeremiahs 
need a grievance to nurse; but do not 
need the special delivery especially. 

The deliberative delivery of the ex- 
isting special service has distressed 
many patriots who have had occa- 
sion to get the good news from Ghent 
to Aix. It winds itself up in tech- 
nique. The regular carrier often 
serves his customers before the rout- 
ing system of the special has begun 
to function. 

Suppose we suggest to the Post 
Office to establish two special delivery 
services? One would stay at ten 
cents—for love letters and peace 
treaties. The other would be the 
“Emergency Delivery”’—to be dis- 
patched by wings and wheels the in- 
stant it appeared at the Post Office. 
The first would cost ten cents; the 
second twenty-five. The first could 
be routed; the second would guaran- 
tee extra-special immediateness. 


THE SOLDIERS’ BONUS 

\ THEN it was announced that 
there would be no bonus it 
seemed that Uncle Sam had stretched 
a blanket across the sun and put the 
moon in his pocket. Everybody spoke 
thick. Then everybody saluted and 
spoke calmly. The news was as sud- 
den as the firing squad at dawn. 
Hope sank like a dipsy—was shell- 
shocked by a slammed door—shivered 
like falling stocks on the ticker—and 
did other things hope does when it 
yields up the ghost. And then it 
felt strong enough to arise, spit on 
its hands, and go about its business. 
The Legion preached a _ silent 
homily on the art of toting bad luck. 
The sermon diverted and uplifted us. 
Our thoughts turned to pensive items 
—upon the two million surplus men 
who must statistically expire without 
wives—upon those comedians who 
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must guffaw while cruel fate is dron- 
ing dirges—and upon other things 
in a grinning match with “circum- 
stances beyond their control.” 

Yet the soldiers are rich in what 
they haven’t got. Our diffidence 
saved them from a nick-name, and 
now our poverty saves them from 
the gout. We will still whisper to 
them that they are married to fame 
and are the sweethearts of their coun- 
try. We will always set them at the 
head of the mess, although we have 
nothing but a bowl of toothpicks. 
In the meantime, while many paid 
choirs are singing hymns of unrest, 
and while we await the perspiration 
of prosperity, we trust that a kindly 
hand will lend the post mortem poli- 
ticians a handkerchief to wipe their 
tears away. 


ANONYMOUS ANIMOSITIES 

AN anonymous book has appeared 
“% in Washington. It purports expo- 
sure, detraction, imposture and de- 
pravity. As this is news, curious 
readers examine the book to learn 
what is passing in the sub-cellar of 
politics, and real surprise is felt that 
literary skulkers should appear in 
this age of fair play, when they were 
thought as extinct as red coyotes. 

The vocation of scurrility seems 
to be reviving in some of the local 
pools of politics. The eavesdropper 
and the spy seem to be flourishing in 
a decadent business. Perhaps the 
war gave us a taste for blood, and, 
there being no legal slaughter, we 
are to be entertained by the murder 
of character. 

We once had a vocabulary which 
fitted these sly damners like the 
stocks in the old pillory. They scrib- 
bled lampoons when politics was all 
stilletto and mask. They were the 
only things which lived by their 
poison and died by it. 

The secret press will not become a 
fashion. We may, let us hope, con- 
tinue to utter our reveries distinctly 
and sign like John Hancock. 
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TECH NIQUE—Instructions for those 
who aspire to fame in the silent art: 

Mazie M.—There is only one ac- 
cepted way of effectively registering 
grief, and that is as follows. When 
the leading man says, “Say no more, 
there can be but one answer,” im- 
mediately place the back of the right 
hand against the forehead and turn 
the head up stage. Approach the 
mantel, rest the elbow on the nearest 
corner, and agitate shoulders as if 
with sobbing. 

Homer Knot—Yes, it is possible 
to win success without being able to 
roll a cigarette with one hand, but 
the trick is very useful. 

Mamie Moore—Yes, there are 
really estates such as are seen in 
some of the great photoplay produc- 
tions, but they usually belong to 
someone else. 

Solly Max—No, the bathing girls 
cdo not go about that way all of the 
time. Many of them have homes and 
live like ordinary people. 

Joe Kerr—You are_ mistaken. 
There are social functions in New 
York city in which no cigarettes are 
smoked, and in which no _ strong 
drinks are served. — Youngstown 
Telegram. 


Horse Sense 





The Cab Horse (indignantly)—Hun! 
\NOTHER LOW-DOWN BOURGEOIS WHO prom- 
se8 A GOOD TIP! 

-Le Rire (Paris). 


SERVICE—AII out of breath, a little 
fat man clambered aboard an inter- 
urban car which was just pulling out 
cf the station. 

“Ain’t very obliging!” he grum- 
bled. 

“We saw you coming and waited 
for you nearly a minute,” the conduc- 
tor replied. 

“Well, where I come from the 
street car men are more obliging.”’ 
“Do they wait for you there?” 

“Wait for me? Why man alive, 
if they have started when they 
see me coming, they always back up.” 
—Youngstown Telegram. 





VIVID IMAGINATION—“Have you 
heard Jibway’s latest fishing yarn?” 

“No, I haven’t,” said Mr. Gadspur, 
“and I don’t want to hear it.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because Jibway hasn’t even a 
speaking acquaintance with the 
truth. He couldn’t describe a small- 
pox epidemic without making you 
think it was something you'd hate to 
miss.”—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


The Strenuous Life 





“MY FATHER SAYS I MUST TAKE UP SOME 
USEFUL OCCUPATION.” 
“WHAT ARE YOU DOING ABOUT IT?” 
“IT HAVE BEGUN TO SHAVE MYSELF.” 
—Klods Hans (Copenhagen). 
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MoraAL HENS—A young married 
woman who moved into the country 
considered the keeping of hens a 
pleasant and profitable undertaking. 
As she grew more absorbed in the 
pursuit her enthusiasm increased. 

During one of her animated de- 
scriptions of her success a friend in- 
quired: “Are your hens good laying 
eggs?” 

“Oh, yes,” she replied, in a de- 
lighted tone; ‘they haven’t laid a 
bad egg yet!”—London Tit-Bits. 





BoTH DivorceD—“T call the Blanks 
the cream of society.” 

“Well, they’ve both been through 
the separator.”—Bosion Transcript. 


A HITcH—“Then she didn’t marry 
the duke?” 

“No.” 

“Did his family object?” 

“No, I believe his creditors thought 
he could do better.”—Louisville Cou- 
rier-Journal. 


TAKES NO CHANCES—“Your hus- 
band seems always to remember your 
vedding anniversary.” 

“Yes, but don’t give him the credit. 
I take pains every year to see that he 
doesn’t forget it.’—Detroit Free 
Press. 


Only a Kid 
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“COME ALONG, DARLING—CATCH HOLD OF 
MUMMY’'S DRESs.” 


— 








London Mail. 
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SEVERE PUNISHMENT—The Court 
halted the trial and said: 

“Let me taste that liquor.” 

He sipped a little of it and made a 
wry face. 

“How long have you been drinking 
this?” he asked the defendant. 

“Six months,” answered the cul- 
prit. 

“You may go,” said the Court. 
“Your homebrew is its own punish- 
ment.”—St. Louis Post Dispatch. 


LOST IN TRANSIT—Commenting on 
the dry state generally prevailing, 


a Virginia colonel remarked: “The 
darkies particularly miss_ their 
drinks. Not long ago an old darky 


asked a friend to procure for him a 
quart of old corn moonshine from a 
source where he knew the ‘gittin’ 
was good, and bring it to him when 
he returned. 

“Time went on and neither the 
friend nor the quart put in an ap- 
pearance. Just as the darky was 
about to give up all hope of another 
toddy, he met the friend face to face 
on the street one day. 

“*Whar’s dat licker?’ he asked. 

“*Why, didn’t you git it? I sent 
it to you by Mr. Johnsing.’ 

“Den I didn’t git it. Mought as 
well sen’ a clover leaf by a rabbit as 
sen’ licker by Mr. Johnsing,’ was the 
reply as he walked away in disgust.” 
—Philadelphia Public Ledger. 


FURNISH YOUR OWN RHYME 
Old man Hubbard went to the cup- 
board 
To get a bit of a dram, 
Rut when he got there the cupboard 
was bare, 
And, of course, any fool knows 
what he said. 
—Cincinnati Enquirer. 


MAYBE So—‘“Do you think we'll 
ever hear from Mars?” 

“Not now.” 

“Why not now?” 

“We’re so dry they'll think we’re 
a dead planet.”—Louisville Courier- 
Journal. 


REBATE QUERY—The Magistrate— 
You are convicted of being drunk in 
the public street. You are fined ten 
shillings. Next time it will be thirty 
shillings! 

Prisoner—Awright, guv’nor, but 
will it come a bit cheaper if I takes a 
season ticket?—Passing Skow (Lon- 
don). 


Thieves’ Talk 

















Profiteer (full of the burglary at his 
mansion)—HAVE YOU ‘’EARD OF MY BUR- 
GLARY ? 

The Colonel—No! 
BEEN ROBBING NOW? 

London Weekly Telegraph. 


WHOM HAVE YOU 


AFTER HIM—‘I hear you made 
forty thousand dollars last year sell- 
ing whisky.” 

“Do you want me for bootlegging?” 

“No, I want you for not paying 
your income tax!”—Louisville Cou- 
rier-J ournal. 


A CHEERY DISPOSITION—‘“I wonder 
if all bootleggers are optimists.” 

“What put that idea into your 
head?” 

“I see where a Pennsylvania shoe- 
maker, who was arrested for selling 
whiskey, hung up a sign in the win- 
dow of his shop which read, ‘Back 
in a Minute.’”—Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 


Nothing 








IMPOSSIBLE—“John, John!” whis- 


pered Mrs. Congressman Squibbs. 
“Wake up! I’m sure there are rob- 
bers in the house.” 

“Robbers in the house?” he mut- 
tered sleepily. ‘Absolutely prepos- 
terous! There may be robbers in 
the senate, Mary, but not in the 
house. Absurd!”—American Legion 
Weekly. 


THE YELLOW STREAK—‘“When I 
arose to speak,” said the political 
editor, “some one hurled a _ base, 
cowardly egg at me that struck me 
in the chest.” 

“What sort of egg might that be?” 
asked one of his hearers. 

“A base, cowardly egg is one that 
hits you and then runs,” he replied. 
—American Printer. 


AN EYE TO VOTES — “Senator 
Snortsworthy has the qualities of a 
statesman.” 

“All but one.” 

“And what is that?” 

“No matter how warm the debate 
grows, he never forgets that he holds 
an elective office.” — Birmingham 
Age-Herald. 


GETTING ANXxI0OUS—“I want to see 
the Secretary of Agriculture,” hissed 
Congressman Wayback. “Something 
must be done.” 

“About the peach crop?” 

“About the plum crop.”’—Louwis- 
ville Courier-Journal. 


on Him 

















Beggar—ExXcusE ME FOR STOPPING YOU BUT I HAVE LOST A LEG. 
The Pig—WELL, YOU DON’T THINK I HAVE IT, DO You? 


—Klods Hans (Copenhagen). 
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in an 
happenings 
which combine both humor and pa- 


HER VERSION—Sometimes 
orphanage there are 


thos. The other day in a Hoosier 
orphanage the children were telling 
their ambitions. “I want to be rich 
when I grow up,” said one of the lit- 
tle girls, “so I can be like we learned 
at Sunday school—a comforter to the 
widows and orphans.” 

Now little Janey’s mother had re- 
cently given her a stepfather who did 
not care for her enough to take her 
from the home. Soberly she said, 
“f want to be rich too, and I'll give 
lots to the orphans. But I’m not go- 
ing to bother taking care of the wid- 


ows. There are plenty of men who 
want to do_ that.”—ZIJndianapolis 
News. 


HANDICAPPED FOR LIFE — The 
youngster was sitting on a pile of 
bricks at the edge of a vacant lot. 
At the other end of the lot was a 
group of boys playing as only a 
bunch of healthy boys can. 

“What’s the matter, sonny?” a pas- 
serby asked the lad who was sitting 
all alone. “Why don’t you play with 
the rest of the boys?” 

“They don’t want me to play with 
‘em,” he replied bitterly. 

“Are you sure of that?” he was 
asked. 

He nodded his head despairingly. 


Something Else 





The Weather-Vane Display 








wh 


bo VA SA 


| U 


“T BELIEVE THAT DRESSES ARE BECOMING 
LONGER!” 
Nebalspalter (Zurich). 


“What’s the trouble that the other 
boys don’t want to play with you,” 
the stranger persisted. 

“They found out sumpthin’ "bout 
me,” the lad answered, trying hard 
to keep back the tears. 

“Was it something bad?” 

“They think so. But—but I can’t 
help it!” the boy defended himself. 

“Come on, tell me all about it,” he 
urged. “Maybe I can help you.” 

“Naw, you can’t help me none.” 

“Well, tell me about it anyway.” 

The boy hesitated for a moment, 
but decided to confide. 

“Well, mister, these fellows say I’m 
a sissy ‘cause I’m,” and he gulped 
hard, “I’m twins with a girl!”—Kan- 
sas City Star. 


Again, Morerush 


She—On, Percy, YOU ALWAYS SAID YOU’D FACE DEATH FOR ME! 
He—I WOULD, BUT THAT BALLY BULL ISN’T DEAD! 


London Mail, 











BEST CLUB IN THE BAG—A golfer 
cropped into a New York store to buy 
a driver. 

“This club is off balance,” he re- 
marked to the clerk, as he jiggled a 
nice-looking brassie. 

“That is a special order club. Let 
me have it, please,” said the clerk 
nervously, piquing the curiosity of 
the shopper. 

The manager, an old friend of the 
golfer, happened along just then. 

“Bill,” asked the customer, “‘what 
the deuce is the matter with this 
club? Just heft the darned thing. 
It’s all off balance.” 

Bill looked wise, and he looked all 
around carefully, then he replied, in a 
stage whisper: “Pete, that is the best 
club in the bag. It holds just two 
drinks of hooch. See here, how the 
handle is hollowed out.” 

And Scotland was 
—New York World. 


vindicated. 


DON’T BE A BONEHEAD!—Roberts 
stopped in Delhart’s office and asked 
what about a little round of golf. 

“Just strikes me,” Delhart assured 
him. “Wait until I ’phone the wife 
and we'll be off.” 

Delhart asked for his number and 
then, placing the ’phone on the edge 
of the desk, leaned back comfortably 
in his desk chair, receiver at ear. 

“Hello, Martha, dear. Hello— 
Hello! This is Dick. Yes—Dick. 
Did you hear that all right? You 
did!” 

Delhart moved around to a more 
difficult angle from the ’phone. 

“T called up to tell you I am going 
out to play some golf with Roberts. 
What’s that? You can’t hear a 
word I say? I’m going out golfing 
with Roberts. Hear? You don’t? I 
never saw such rotten service. Well, 
if you can’t hear me I'll explain when 
I get home.” And Delhart hung up. 

Roberts couldn’t keep from asking 
questions. 

“Why on earth didn’t you talk into 
the phone, old man? Then your wife 
could have heard what you said.” 

“Say, you are ignorant!” laughed 
Delhart. “I didn’t want her to un- 
derstand.”—Kansas City Star. 


His INTEREST—Crawford—Did the 
minister ever give his reasons for 
being opposed to Sunday golf? 

Crabshaw—No, but I think it’s be- 
cause that’s the only day he can’t 
get out to the links.”—New York 
Sun, 
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She Made Him What He Was and Is 





Darby 
Joa ” 





LIGHT DAWNED AT LAST.— 


THE 
Stuart Dean, pump manufacturer, is 
a member of the Indianapolis Coun- 


try Club. Recently Mr. Dean tele- 
phoned the club to arrange for a din- 
ner. One of the Filipino servants 
answered the call. 

“This is Mr. Dean—Stuart Dean,” 
the club man said to the servant. 





THAT HANDSOME WOMAN OVER THERE ONCE MADE A FOOL OF ME. 
| FELT THERE WAS SOMETHING IN YOUR LIFE THAT YOU NEVER GOT OVER! 


—London Mail. 


with one large, soft, manicured hand 
while holding a lighted cigarette 
in the other.”"—Birmingham Age- 
Journal. 


JOLLYING HER—The Sire—Young 
man, I demand to know your inten- 
tions toward Nora, the cook. 

The Son—Oh, just kidding her a 
little, that’s all. 

“Allright. Flirt with her and keep 
her contented, but don’t you dare to 
marry her and take her away from 
us.”—Boston Globe. 


The Reward of Honesty 








SHE KNEw—He had been keeping 
her company eight years and had 
never even mentioned marriage and 
she had decided to give him a strong 
hint the first opportunity she had. 
It came during one of the late 
summer days. As they started for a 
walk into the country she caught up 
a bright red sweater to wear. He 
touched her arm. “I wouldn’t wear 
that if I were you, Grace,” he said. 
“The field in which the violets grow 
best has a Jersey bull in it and—” 

“Oh, then, I won’t wear it,” she 
said emphatically, throwing the red 
sweater on the rack. “If in eight 
years you haven’t got enough cour- 
age to rescue me from an approach- 
ing spinsterhood I know you wouldn’t 
have enough in a few minutes to save 
me from an approaching bull.”—Jn- 
dianapolis News. 


RIGHT PAYMENT — Nine-year-old 
Charles carried letters from the 
lawyer next door to his best girl. 
Every time he took one the lawyer 
gave himadime. But one day he de- 

cided to reward him a little bet- 





“I do not understand good,” 
the servant said. 

“IT am Mr. Dean—Stuart 
Dean.” 


“Oh, yes, yes, now I under- 
stand, yes, yes.” 

The Filipino hung up the re- 
ceiver, hurried to the kitchen 
and said to the chef: 


“One order stewed beans!”— 





Indianapolis News. 


THE Days THAT ARE GONE— 
“Are you willing to work for $30 
a month and your board?” asked 
Mr. Cobbles. 

“Yes, sir,” replied the appli- 
cant for a job as a farm hand. 
“But if you occasionally see me 
pause in my task of manicuring 
the pigs to brush away a tear, 
think nothing of it. I was paid 
$10 a day during the war, and 
it wasn’t much of a day at that.” 
—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


MARVELS OF PLUMBING—“Why 
did you stand around and watch 
the plumber all morning instead 
of going to your office?” asked 
Mrs. Dubwaite. 

“T was fascinated,” replied 








ter. He started to fish two 
dimes out of his pocket. “I 
guess these letters are about 


’ 


worth 20 cents,” he remarked 
facetiously. 

“Yes, sir,” Charles agreed, 
soberly, “that’s what I get—a 
dime from you and one from 
her.” 

But he didn’t know what there 
was about his speech to make 
the fellow grin so happily.—ZJn- 
dianapolis News. 

APPROPRIATE—I played “The 
Kiss Waltz’ for her.” 

“On the piano?” 

“Oh, no—on the mouth or- 
gan.”—Minneapolis Journal. 


Horse OF ANOTHER COLOR— 
Daughter—Jack says he’ll die if 
I refuse him. 

Father—Let him die, then. 

“Why, papa, don’t you know 
that he’s heavily insured in 
your company?”—Boston Tran- 
script. 


No Limit—Maud—When we 
are married I must have three 
servants. 








Mr. Dubwaite. “I never reali- 
ized before that a human being 
could earn a comfortable living 


“T FOUND IT ON A BENCH IN THE PARK.” 
“WELL, ACCORDING TO THE LAW, IF WITHIN A YEAR 
AND A DAY NOBODY CLAIMS IT, YOU CAN HAVE IT.” 
Le Journal Amusant (aris). 
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John—You shall have 23, dar- 
ling, but not all at the same time. 
—Bismarck Tribune. 
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Goop ExcusE—Dolly (coldly)— 
The next time I speak to you in a 
street car I’ll bet you’ll raise your 
hard-boiled hat. 

Dick—Bet I won’t—if I’m on my 
way to work. 

“Why, what’s on your mind then?” 

“Two sandwiches and a cut of pie!” 
—Buffalo Express. 


STANDS BY HIM—She was a sweet 
young bride, who had already found 
that what looks like a nice piece of 
meat in the shop often seems to have 
gone through a private transforma- 
tion scene when it arrives home. 

“How is it?” she inquired eagerly, 
when an old married friend called 
upon her, “that you always manage 
to have such delicious beef?” 

“It’s very simple,” replied the older 
woman. “TI first select a good honest 
butcher and then I stand by him.” 

“Oh, I see, you give him all your 
trade, you mean?” said the innocent 
voung bride. 

“No!” answered her companion, 
grimly, “I stand by him while he is 
cutting the meat!”—Washington 
Post. 


HE SKIPPED THE PIE—“‘Got any ap- 
ple custard?” asked the fat man at 
the railroad restaurant counter. 

“Yes, that is apple custard,” said 
the red-headed waitress indicating 
the pie. 

“But in the part of the country 
[ come from apple custard has no 
upper crust.” 

“Well, that pie has no upper crust. 
What you see on top there is dust!” 

-Yonkers Statesman. 


PRECEDENCE—Briggs—yYou say the 
refreshments at the Ganderlys were 
skimpy. Why, Gorger toid me they 
were quite satisfactory. 

Griggs—Yes, he got to the supper 
room first—New York Sun. 


PROGRESS—“I see you have in- 
stalled a phonograph in your place 
of business.” 

“Yes,” said the “hot dog” dealer. 
“My customers are getting tony. 
They demand music with their 
meals.”—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


THE BOARDER’S BREAK—Mr. Thin- 
boarder—I must compliment you on 
your pie cuust. 

Mrs. Borden-Lodge — Are you 
meaning to be sarcastic? You have 
just eaten the paper plate that the 
pie came on.—Boston Globe. 


No Bonehead of Contention 





Boss—HAS ANYTHING SERIOUS HAPPENED 
TO YOU DURING YOUR WORK HERE? 

Clerk—No, NEVER! 

Boss—-1 WONDERED! You SEEM SO SHY 


OF IT! 
Kasper (Stockholm). 
° 


SILENCE DESIRABLE—‘‘When a man 
is attempting to carve a duck, don't 
speak to him,” remarked the Ob- 
server of Events and Things; “you 
may drive him to say just what he 
is thinking, which would knock the 
diners off their seats in short order.” 
—Yonkers Statesman. 


PAGE SHERLOCK HOLMES—Cus- 
tomer—Waiter, I don’t understand 
about this trouser button being in 
my soup. 

Waiter—I don’t, either, sir. We 
employ only women in the kitchen 
here.—London Mail. 


LIMITED—Diner—I can manage to 
cut this steak, but I’m hanged if I 
can chew it. 

Waiter—Yes, sir. We guarantee 
our knives, sir, but our responsibility 
does not extend to our customers’ 
teeth.—Boston Transcript. 








BENEFICIARIES—“How did Mr. 
Grabcoin make his money?” 

“In various ways.” 

“Any of them questionable?” 

“T wouldn’t go so far as to say that, 
but if it hadn’t been for Mr. Grab- 
coin several prominent lawyers in 
our town wouldn’t be riding around 
in limousines.”—Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 


WHAT HkE WouLtp Do—‘What 
would you do if you had a million 
dollars?” asks the Memphis Appeal. 
We'd overhaul “Restless Rebecca,” 
get four spare tires, stock up with 
delicatessen, point the radiator into 
the sun, throw her into high speed 
and chase summer weather all around 
the world. Then we'd turn the bal- 
ance of the money over to some 
charitable institution that has more 
use for money than we would have. 
—Buffalo News. 


COULD BE WorsE—Present federal 
taxation plans call for an average 
contribution of $40 from each of the 
105,000,000 persons in the United 
States. The per capita wealth is 
$56. Sixteen dollars apiece left. Oh, 
well, it could be worse.—Nashville 
T ennesseean. 


BIRDS OF A FEATHER—The blue- 
bird brings happiness, but the stork 
brings a $200 tax-exemption.—Buf- 
falo News. 


“Good Night’? for Both of "Em 














The Enthusiast 


The Philistine—NOT TO-NIGHT, I HOPE! 











MARK MY WORDS, WE SHALL HEAR MORE OF THIS VIOLINIST! 


London Opinien. 











~The Passing of the Movie Star 


By Myron M. STEARNS 


NCE upon a time, in the good 

@) old days when the best sellers 

were made into the worst 

films, and the worst films were the 

best sellers, stars kept rising above 
the celluloid horizon. 

It was this way: When a picture 
made a hit, the people who liked it 
remembered the face that figured 
most prominently in it—or the fig- 
ures that faced them most promin- 
ently, it didn’t much matter which— 
and went to see the same gent (or 
in the occasional latter case the lady ) 
again. Because faces, and in some 
cases figures, are easily remembered. 
While trade names are not. 

Fans found that certain celebrities 
were more apt to appear in a uniform 
grade of picture than was the case 
with the general output under the 
brand name of a certain studio or 
distributing organization. Also, it’s 
far easier to root for a familiar face 
than a registered trade-mark. 

A young fellow named David Grif- 
fith, among others, turned out pic- 
tures that furnished, practically 
without exception, good entertain- 
ment. David wasn’t a star; he was 
a director; also, he was an excep- 
tion. In time, folks began to feel 
that they would find interesting en- 
tertainment whenever a picture came 
along that Griffith had directed, and 
would go to see it without bothering 
much whether or not their own par- 
ticular favorite star was in that pic- 
ture or even showing in some other 
on that same night. 

But the little starlets that ap- 
peared in the pictures made under 
Griffith’s direction—Mary Pickford 
and a whole young swarm of others 
—gradually spread their own sails 
and pulled away on their own little 
independent cruises. 

Where the “star” could act, really 
act, or was possessed of some unusual 
charm or beauty or personality, all 
went well. Picture succeeded pic- 
ture. Mary Pickford became more 
Mary Pickford with each new Mary 


Pickford film. Douglas Fairbanks 
became more and more Douglas Fair- 
banks. 

Realizing that the name or person- 
ality of a particular star brought 
audiences to the theatre, movie pro- 
ducers began to specialize in ’em. 
They learned to spend tens of thou- 
sands of dollars—hundreds of thou- 
sands, sometimes—in “creating” new 
stars, and the new stars would rise 
above the advertising fog along the 
celluloid horizon and find certain new 
friends, attracted to them by their 
new charm, or beauty, or personality, 
or ability to act, and all would be 
well. “Fan” letters would pour in 
to congratulate each new star on his 
beauty or her loveliness, and star sal- 
aries would mount from hundreds to 
thousands a week under the glori- 





Pictures Worth Watching: 


THE OLD NEST 
Cross-section of American family life 
after the eggs have hatched. 

THE GOLEM 
Fantastic tale of a clay figure that comes 
to life to save the Jews and unsettle 
foreign film manufacturers. 

BOB HAMPTON OF PLACER 
Good example of screen vaudeville, deal- 
ing with scenery, love, Custer’s last fight, 
exaggerated humor, and death. 

GYPSY 00D 
Artist'c version of the tragedy “‘Carmen,”’ 
in which Pola Negri vamps from a stand- 
ing start until death sets in. 

WITHOUT BENEFIT OR CLERGY 
Somewhat disappointing tragedy based 
on Kipling’s famous short story, screened 
without Kipling’s genius. 

A YANKEE IN KING ARTHUR'S COURT 
One of the best satiric comedies yet done 
in celluloid poking fun in Mark Twain 
style at Arthur’s Round Table. 

DREAM STREET 
A Griffith mixture of melodrama and 
poetry, set in the beautiful surroundings 
of London's worst slums. 

EXPERIENCE 

A revival of the “Everyman” type of 

tale that pretends to teach us everything 

while showing only what will pass the 


censors. 
OVER THE HILL 
A story of mother love and ingratitude, 
already months old and still as appealing 
as ever. 
WAY DOWN EAST 
America’s greaiest screen melodrama, 
done into an artistic and thrilling three- 
ring circus by D. W. Griffith. 
DECEPTION 
Remarkable spectacie-drama of King 
Henry VIII and his changing taste in 


wives. 

THROUGH THE BACK DOOR 
Usual pleasing but harmless Mary Pick- 
ford story of the r little foreign refu 
gee, beautifully photographed. 
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ous strain of competitive bidding— 
until it seemed at last as though the 
movie millennium were really in 
sight, with a firmament powdered so 
thickly with stars that you couldn’t 
even see the heaven in between. 

The entire movie world became 
heavily overlaid with a thick layer of 
stardust. 

It looked as if things would go on 
forever like that. 

But this man Griffith, who wasn’t 
a star at all, kept on drawing larger 
and larger audiences, until even the 
stars themselves began to sit up and 
think. 

The day of the director dawned at 
last. 

To the name of Griffith was added 
that of Cecil de Mille, and that of 
Maurice Tourneur, and that of this, 
and that of another, each in his de- 
gree. 

The director, the ultimate story- 
teller of the films, began to come into 
his own. Audiences began to accept 
the fact that while Anita Stewart, 
we'll say, might appear one month 
in an excellent photoplay, and two 
months later—because of a change 
of director, scenario editor, writer 
and all—in-a very mediocre one, 
Marshall Neilan (for example) would 
give month in and month out about 
the same sort of entertainment, with 
about the same excellencies, and the 
same defects. 

To-day the field is almost equally 
divided between directors and stars, 
with the director still on the in- 
crease, and the stars very decidedly 
on the wane. It is a Frank Lloyd 
production here, a William de Mille 
production there, a Rex Ingram pro- 
duction beyond, with “Will Rogers 
in,” and “Conway Tearle in” and 
“Florence Reed in” beyond. 

The grand old lights of stardom— 
the first magnitude luminaries with 
enough of true artistry or stability, 
with enough of hard work and 
momentum to carry them alone— 

(Continued on page 32). 














Famous Movie Stars Stir the Film Fans 





GEORGE ARLISS, WHOSE STAGE CONCEPTION 
OF “DISRAELI” IS NOW ON THE SCREEN, TRIES 
THE EFFECT OF HIS WELL-MODULATED VOICE AND 
A CHOCOLATE CARAMEL TO LURE A TRIO OF 
CAMERA-SHY PEACOCKS INTO THE ACTORS’ 
HAV OF DELIGHT THE CENTER OF THE 
PICTURE. 





.OUS—OUR MARY 
PICKFORD HAS 
ADDED TO HER LAURELS IN THE NEW 
SCREEN INTERPRETATION OF “LITTLE 
LerD FAUNTLEROY.” SHE MAKES 
A CAPTIVATING BOY AND VISUALIZES 
THE EXACT FAUNTLEROY TYPE MADE 
FAMOUS BY THE ILLUSTRATIONS IN 
THE FAMOUS CLASSIC OF MRs. FRAN- 
CES HODGSON BURNETT FIRST PUB- 
3 CHARLIE CHAPLIN, AFTER NINE- LISHED THIRTY-FIVE YEARS AGO. 
TEEN HOLES (MORE OR LESS), YIELDS TO A 
DREAM OF WEALTH AND FAME IN THE NEW 
FILM COMEDY, “THE IDLE CLAS BuT THE LAW INTER- 
VENES AND CHARLIE COMES BACK TO EARTH IN A WHIRL OF 
COMIC TERROR AND FLYING GOLF CLUBS. 





WITH THE COLLEGE WITS 





Irrepressible, Joyous, 


Desire 


T was warm—very, very warm. 


Noises and passionate voice: 
came from the room. 

“Please.” 

“No” (decidedly). 

“Just one.” 


“No, Jimmy (muffled and rather 


less decidedly). “You know what | 
told you.” 

“Oh, I know, but one won’t matter 
And I'll not ask you again. 

(Almost persuaded.) “But think 
of the consequences, Jimmy boy. 
To-morrow you will only be sorry.” 

“No, I won’t, and I’ll not ask for 
anything more.” 

(Taking head out of oven.) “Well, 
for goodness sake, take one then and 
get out of here. How do you ever 
expect mama to bake all these 
cookies !”—Washington and Jefferson 
Waq-Jag. 





KANE 


Nat-—-ETHEL HAS SUCH A WONDERFUL 
POISE! 
Kat—YES_ AVOIRDUPOIS. 

(Mass. Tech. Voo Doo) 


Modern Life in Syncopation 

A HANDSOME boy —a dainty 

miss, 

A moonlight ride—a hug and kiss; 

A diamond ring—a month they 
waited, 

A wedding gown—now they are 
mated. 


A business trip—at home too soon. 

A tiff, a quarrel—“Where is the 
moon?” 

A lawyer called—collects his fee, 

Reno—parted—again they’re free. 

—Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 




















How THE HIGH DIVE LOOKS WHEN YOU GO 
LP FOR THE FIRST TIME, WITH YOUR GIRL 
WATCHING BELOW. 

Wisconsin Octopus. 

















“HAS YOUR MOTHER ANY OBJECTION TO 
KISSING?” 
“WHAT DO YOU WANT THE WHOLE 
FAMILY ?” 
Cornell Widow. 


Stanford to Princeton 
(News Item: Only twenty-eight 
members of Princeton University’s 
graduating class have never kissed a 
single girl.) 
“So they prefer the married sort? 
Fie on them!”—Stanford Chaparral. 
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Irresponsible 


Right! 

Professor (endeavoring to impress 
on class the definition of a cynic)— 
Young man, what would you call a 
man who pretends to know every- 
thing? 

Senior—A_ professor! — Lehigh 
Burr. 


Spooning 
They call it “petting” down at Yale; 
We call it “smooging’”’ here; 
They call it “loving” at Cornell, 
And “necking” far and near. 
But, reader dear, I do declare, 
Regardless of the name, 
That college men most everywhere 
Will play the game the same. 
—Williams Purple Cow. 


The White Plague 

Jack—Did you hear about that 
terrible accident at the ball last 
night? 

Jill—No, what was it? 

“Bess got too near an electric 
fan, and two men who were standing 
nearby were almost suffocated by the 
dust.—Washington Sun Dodger. 





Speaking of Furniture 
June Bride—I would like to buy 
an easy chair for my husband. 
Salesman—Morris? 
“No; Clarence.”—Ohio Sun Dial. 
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“AND THEN HE KISSED HER ON THE CHEEK.” 
“How AIMLEss!” 
—Dartmouth Jack O’Lantern. 
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BoozE, WHO?—“While this is not 
at all agreeable to some of the new 
MEMBERS OF THE SOUSE AND SENATE. 
The veterans who have been here 
many terms and who have established 
homes in Washington, would much 
rather spend the summer on the 
Potomac or at some shore or moun- 
tain resort nearby than ‘back home.’ 
Some of them have been here long 
enough to have become members of 
the so-called ‘resident set,’ and with 
social affairs at high tide, with THE 
WHITE SOUSE leading, the families 
which follow the social whirl would 
as soon stay here as not.”—Phila- 
delphia Public Ledger. (a. 
Lloyd.) 


THE STRAND OF SUPPLICATION— 
“The SHORES of the island 
ARE SENDING UP PRAYERS 
for the batement of the 
fury of the volcano.”— 
Lima (Ohio) Republican 
Gazette. (RichardC. Rohn.) 


THE TONGUE IS AN UN- 
RULY MEMBER—‘Prof. C. 
M. Andrist, rocked in a 
cradle at Roscoe, Goodhue 
county, Minnesota, who has 
been talked about in days 
gone by for governor of 
the state, will be one of the 
speakers of the day at Red 
Wing, July 4th. He is a 
great talker and SPEAKS 
NINE DIFFERENT LANGUAGES 
MOST FLUENTLY ALL AT THE 
SAME TIME.”—Goodhue 
(Minn.) Enterprise. (Ar- 
thur Gipford.) 


THE DOUBLE STANDARD 
—‘The farm building of 
Orin B. Burnham at 11 
Green street, narrowly 
escaped destruction last 
evening. A FEET FOOTED 
child and a motorized chem- 
ical was the combination 
that saved them.”—Salem 
(Mass.) News. (Miss Flor- 
ence M. Engdahl.) 


AND 


LEEK——-SOMETHING LIKE AN 
WIFE THIS ONE FOR HIM, WHEN SHE WAS ELECTIONEERING THERE.” 
-Olean (N. Y.) Evening Times. (Miss Wilhelmina Gallmeier). 


INSIDE INFORMATION — “David 
Crossett is having HIS INTERIOR 
painted and redecorated this week.” 
—Sarasota (Fla.) Times. (Miss 
Bessie Leeser.) 


SLEIGHT OF HAND—“The man went 
out. As he CLOSED the door behind 
him HE LEFT IT AJAR.”—July “Every- 
body's.” (Joseph Bryan.) 

PAGE Mr. BARNUM—“During the 
cold snap, Gertrude Levisay decided 
to take a hot flatiron to bed with her 
to keep her feet warm. In the course 
of her dreams she developed a night- 
mare, in which she thought she was 
pinned under the wreckage of a 
burning house, and the flames had 


THE ONION LOOKED SLIGHTLY PEELED 








ONION. 
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THEY GAVE THE PREMIER’S 





When she awoke, 


reached her feet. 
she found that she had kicked the 
wrapping from the flatiron, and had 
severely BURNED some FINGERS ON 
HER LEFT FOOT.’’—Roffins and Myers 
Co-operator. (Jay W. Thompson.) 


RE-VEALED RELIGION—‘“Rev. R. O. 
Franklin has accepted a CALF as 
pastor in Tennessee and he and the 
family will leave July 29th.”—West- 
field (N. Y.) Republican. (Dr. C. E. 
Welch.) 


SOCIETY YEARNS FOR NOVELTY 
“The affair was in the NATURE OF A 
LINGERIE, and was attended by a 
number of the most intimate friends 
of the guest of honor, whose engage- 
ment is just announced.”—Jackson- 


ville (F'la.) Times Union. 
(F. W. Lohse.) 
SING ON, SWEET MAID! 


—“Collette Forbes, an Eng- 
lish beauty who SANG CON- 
TINUOUSLY FOR SIX YEARS 
in London in ‘The Maid of 
the Mountain,’ is to play 
opposite Hobarth Bosworth 
in his next picture.”—Oak- 
land (Cal.) Tribune. I. 
Guy Bucks.) 


MORE TRIANGLE STUFF— 
“Fred H. Hert, a Cali- 
fornia, Mo., merchant, and 
Miss and Mrs. C. E. Reyn- 
olds, were married, Rev. 
Campbell of the Presby- 
terian Church officiating.” 
—Republic (Mo.) Monitor. 
(G. W. Mills.) 


SAMPLING HIS WARES— 
“Q.—Have you examined 
him lately? A.—yYes; | 
was over at the jail with 
Dr. Alexander S. Hersch- 
field and Attorney Walker 
last week. The doctor 
TASTED HIM and asked sev- 
eral questions.” — Chicago 
Tribune. (E. A. Baum- 
garth.) 


“NOW WE KNOW WHAT VEGETABLE LLOYD GEORGE PREFERS. 
SCHOOL CHILDREN IN BEDFORDSHIRE, ENGLAND, LEARNED IT WAS 








Drawn by CLIFTON Meek 
“RIGHT THIS WAY, 


-“*Better Speech!”’ 
By LUCILE CRITES 
YOME boys are so slangy 
S 


Mrs. GRAY, FOR DINNER.” 
are so glossy that they look as if 
they were varnished. The small 


scarlet berries which follow the blos- 





“The berries are picked by hand 
and taken to a place called the ‘pulp- 
ing house.’ The seeds are separated 
from the berries by a machine, then 
they are washed, placed on large 
trays and dried. Later they are put 
into sacks and sent to the markets.” 


“Do they look like these in my 
hand?” 
“No, they are a greenish color. 


roasted be- 
make the 
fond. 
and 


They must be carefully 
fore they are ready to 
coffee of which you are so 
Roasting makes them brown 
brittle.” 

“My, it takes a long time to get 
these small grains ready for the 
coffee mill,” said May. “I shall al- 
ways think about the beautiful trees 
with the sweet flowers and scarlet 

berries whenever I drink 





Good speech they taboo; 

The words that they spiel 

Will turn the air blue; 
And take it from me 

They will never get by, 
Or land the big jobs, 

Though hard they may try. 
I’ve cut out the cussin’, 

I’ve let it go hang— 
Yes, me for pure English, 

It’s good-by to slang! 





Two Coffee Beans 


coffee after this. Ff think it 
will make it taste even better 
than it does. Has each berry 
a single seed inside of it?” 
she asked. 

“Each red berry has two 
seeds,” her mother told her. 
“The flat sides lay close to 
each other within the fruit.” 

“IT am glad to know all 
about them,” the little girl 
said, turning the grains of 
coffee over in her hand. 





By EVANGELINE WEIR 
WAY held two grains of 
coffee in her hand. “I 
wonder how they grow?” she ques- 


Drawn by J. M. 


The 


tioned her mother. 

“They grow on small trees or 
shrubs in warm countries,” her 
mother answered. “Those in your 


hand came on a long journey over 
sea, and land, from Java.” 


“Please tell me all about it!” May 
was eager to hear the story of the 
small beans in her hands. Her 


mother smiled her pleasure at the 
little girl’s enthusiasm. 

“A coffee plantation contains hun- 
dreds of trees which were very tiny 
plants when first set out in rows,” 
she began. “They had to be care- 
fully watched, weeded and raked to 
make them grow into healthy trees. 
A weak or dead plant is immediately 
removed and another plant put in its 
place. As they grow they are clipped 
and made to look like the big shrubs 
in our yard.” 

“Why don’t they 
into trees, mother?” 

“They could not gather the ber- 
ries so easily, so they keep them 
about five or six feet high. When 
they are three years old they begin 
to bloom and bear fruit, and as they 
bloom three or four times a year, 
three or more crops of coffee can be 
gathered. The white blossoms are 
small and fragrant and the leaves 


let them grow 





LARES. 


One on the Bed—Say, 


soms, hang from the tree in clus- 
ters.” 

“I would like to see a big coffee 
plantation,” May said. 

“It is a very beautiful sight and 
t hope to show you one sometime.” 

“How do they get the coffee 
beans from off the trees, Mother?” 


HOW DID you GET IN HERE? 





A Tragedy 
By ELISEBETH B. DUBRIDGE 


LIKE to watch the cornstalks shake 
Their tassels in the breeze 

And hear the gentle murmur 

Of the wind among the leaves, 
But ever comes the awful thought 

Which brings the briny tears, 
That soon the lovely cornstalks 

Are doomed to lose their ears. 





Photograph by W. Van Der WEvYDE. 


“THE POTATOES IN OUR GARDEN DIDN’T TURN OUT, MADGE. “4 


“How WAS THAT? 


“PAPA HAD TO DIG THEM OUT.” 


30 


























A Big South 
American Spider 
By EVANGELINE WEIR 


Qripens are wonder- 
ful spinners, expert 
masons and cave diggers, 
builders of unique trap 
doors, and produce a var- 
nish which the weather 
does not affect. Some are 
very tiny, while others 
are several inches wide. 
They live in all parts of 
the world. Some like 
dark, damp caves; others 











’Fraid Cats 


By GEORGE F. PAUL 


WOULDN’T be a 
Fraidy Cat, 
I’m awful, awful brave. 
I never see why other 
boys 
Should 
save 
Their hides when teacher 
says, “Come here, 
I seen you write a note. 


always try to 








build beneath the water; 
many live in little tunnels 
which they dig them- 
selves; a number of spe- 
cies choose the open air, while a 
few prefer to live in our homes 
and slip ia quietly without asking 
They are all flesh 
uncertain tem- 
cause them to 
The best known 

They do all 


our permission. 
eaters, and have 
pers which often 
destroy their mates. 
spiders are females. 


the work and take the whole 
care of the spiderlings. The male 
is an idle fellow without’ the 


parental instinct and is not tolerated 


in the home of his wife. If he 
works at all, it is to spin an in- 
different web to catch 
his own food or to pro- 
tect himself in some 


crevice. 

South America has a 
spider which is probably 
the one which sat down be- 
side “Little Miss Muffit,” 
of nursery rhyme fame. 
It is no wonder that she 
ran away. It is a hairy 
monster with a body as 
big as a mouse and is five 
inches wide when its legs 
are expanded. The crea- 
ture is brown, with yellow 
stripes on its big legs. Its 
home is a tunnel in sandy 
soil. It is never less than 
a foot deep, often twice 
that depth, and is two or 
more inches in diameter. 
The tunnel slants instead 
of being straight, which 
is very wise, for there is 
no door to the den. At 
the very end of the pas- 
sage Mrs. Spider makes a 
little room where her big 
body can be comfortable, 
also a safe place to keep 
her egg sac. The passage 
as well as the room is 
lined with a smooth web 





Photograph by Coss X. SHINN. 


“IT MAY BE A BOOK, BUT I CAN’T FIND ANYTHING IN IT TO READ,” 
SAID THE VERY WISE NUT. 


Mrs. Spider works very hard 
while building her house. The 
deep tunnel she digs with her 


forelegs, presses the dirt into balls, 


carries it some distance from her 
door and tosses it away. She 
has to keep her body clean, for 


the dirt clings to the hairs while 
she is digging. This she does by 
using the combs on _ her claws. 
She is said to sit on the eggs and 
keepthem warm. At twilight she can 
be seen just inside her doorway 


watching and waiting for her supper. 





of silk which closely fits Drawn by Cuartes Hucues. 


the walls. The Giraffe 


STRIKE NUTHIN’! 
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*TWASN’T EVEN AS HIGH AS MY KNEES! 


You’ve got it in the 
pocket of 

Your trousers or your 
coat.” 

An’ then those Fraidy 
Cats begin 

To whine an’ twist 


their feet. 
They’re skeered so bad they almost 
fall 
Right out of any seat. 
I aint’ afraid of Aspen Grove 
Ner Lonesome Holler way. 
d walk right through them any 
night 
Jest like as it was day. 
An’ if I seen 2 catamount 
Er possum settin’ there, 
I’d put a ring right in his nose 
An’ start to pullin’ hair. 


Ain’t No Use to Pine 
By 
VIVIAN YEISER LARAMORE 


TEAC H your lips to 
smile, my honey, 


Teach your eyes to 
shine. 

Maybe life ain’t always 
funny, 


Little girl o’ mine. 


But you’ll find that folks 
are after 
All the joy you have to 
spare, 
Give to them your song 
and laughter, 
They’ve enough o’ pain 
and care. 


They’ve enough o’ sad 
complaining, 
Life is full o’ gloom and 
doubt, 


And you'll find its load 
more straining 
If you travel with a 
pout. 


Sing to keep the long trail 
sunny, 
Ain’t no use to sit and 
pine; 
Teach your lips to smile, 
my honey, 
Teach your 
shine. 


eyes to 
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Seasick + 
Be guided by the experience 
of thousands of travelers the 


world over and use 


MOTHERSILL’S 
SEASICK REMEDY 


kh prevents and relieves nausea 
Officially adopted by Steamship 
Companies on both fresh and salt 
water. Contains no cocaine, mor- 
phine, opium, chloral, coal tar pro- 
ducts or their derivatives,nor other 
habit forming drugs. 

Sold by leading druggists — 60c 
and $1.20 on guarantee of satisfac- 
tion or money refunded. 


MOTHERSILL REMEDY CO. 
DETROIT MICHIGAN 















Mentreal, New York, 
and Milan. 
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THE ScCARE-Crow: THE INFLUENCE OF THE 
ART OF FRANCE UPON MANY OF OUR SOLDIER 
BOYS IS BECOMING QUITE EVIDENT. 


there is still another type of movie 
popularity on its way—which we can 
take up some time when we don’t get 
so far away from our page limit. 

(Next week: The Man with the 
Megaphone.) 

Taps 

The hammer of a knocker never 

builds anything higher than a tomb. 


Ivory Mounted 


Often the hat on a woman’s head 
is a joke on her intelligence. 





ANOTHER SMOKE SCREEN. 


The Passing of the Movie| 


Star 

(Continued from page 26). 
Charlie Chaplin, Nazimova, Mary 
Pickford, and “Doug’’—still travel 


on superbly and will continue so to 
travel. William S. Hart is still Bill 
Hart; and Charles Ray, Charlie Ray; 
and Constance Talmadge, Connie— 
but the Alan Dwans and the Allen 
Holubars and the Mike McGinnities 
and Peter Gesits are on their trail. 
Besides stars and directors, though, 


Cuticura Soap 
Imparts 


The Velvet Touc 


Soap,Ointment, Taleum 25c.everywhere. Forsamples 
esdress m Cuticurs. Laboratories, Dept. 7, Malden, Mass. 
































Heart Foam 











LEARN to DANCE WELL». 


You can now learn all the newest 
steps right in your own home, easily, 
juickly, and at small cost, by Ar- 
thur Murray's remarkable new 
method. More than 60,000 have 
learned by mail. No music or part- 
ner necessary. Results guaranteed. 


To prove that you can learn, Mr. Murray will give 


FREE you two lessons absolutely free, asking only 


that you send roc to help pay cost of mail- 
Arthur Murray Svstem, Studio 10, 290 B’way, N. Y. 





















Some women of to-day think long | 


and earnestly about their souls, and 
others about their camisoles. 


THe 


uTTLE 


.~ 





TAILORS 
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32 





ing, etc. Convince yourself. Write today. 
Warning—Don’t Bob! 
By EDWARD S. VAN ZILE 
O® she was an awfully naughty 
girl, 


She actually bobbed her hair; 
Which proved, of course, that for all 
that’s good 
She didn’t essentially care. 
It wasn’t so much that her skirts 
were short, 
That her waist was a peek-a-boo; 
Her locks cut short were convincing 
proof there was 
Nothing she wouldn’t do. 


Now, when she was younger she was 
so kind 
She usually seemed a saint; 
She’d dance, perhaps, but not in a 
way that 
Made the most critical faint. 
It was only when she had bobbed her 
head that 
She shimmied and went the pace; 
Which proves, of course, that to clip 
back hair 
Is to compass a girl’s disgrace. 


Oh, the tale I’m telling is short and 
sad; 
After bobbing her hair one day 
My heroine murdered her mother- 
in-law, 
And instantly ran away. 
If she’d kept the hair on the back of 
her head 
Where a good girl’s locks should be 
Her soul would not have been Sam- 
sonized— 
If you bob you'll go bad you see. 


If you don’t read Film Fun 
you don't get all the 
movie news 


The September issue now be 
ing sold by your newsdealer 





See the pictures of Coming Stars. 

Read what the Present Stars are doing. 

See how they do it on the other side 
of the world. 


Film 


At your nearest newsdealer, NOW 
ROMEI KE’S PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 
We will send you all newspaper clip 
pings which may appear about you, your friends or any subject 
on which you may want to be “‘up-to-date."" Every newspaper 
or periodical of importance in the United States and Europe is 
searched Terms $7.50 for 100 clippings. 


HENRY ROMEIKE 
106-110 Seventh Avenue 


You get everything in Fun for 20: 





New York 
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WILL! 


“OH, SOMEBODY HAS PICKED Ot 


GRAPE!" 


Drinkwater- A Dry Toast 


By G. M. 
NE of the most entertaining 
things that Abraham Lincoln 


ever did for American posterity was 
to inspire John Drinkwater to write 
a play about him. 

Lincoln up to this time had been 
getting along pretty well with his 
public. Most every man, woman and 
child in America—with the exception 
only of those hyphenated foreigners 
who make our executives and our 
laws—knew all about Linceln, but we 
all applauded Drinkwater for bring- 
ing Abraham closer to our bosom. 
For that we thank him and extend 
to him the hand of. friendship. He 
could have been introduced to us by 
no more sympathetic friend. 

Flushed with the success of Lin- 
coln, one may reasonably wonder why 
Drinkwater did not follow through 
with 
ton, 


a play about George Washing- 
but we are 


inclined to believe 
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“Fore! Hey! Forr: Fore: Get ov1 
BALL!” 
“HIT ME, EH? WLLL, TAKE MY ADVICE AND 
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* ‘ 
on the road to success by literally 
ing to the dogs. ’”’ 


home in business, 
amused with this story. 


tising Campaign 
put through yourself, 
was a pir of eyes to inspire 


those of -but that would be 


By MAURICE SWITZER 


“LETTERS OF A SELF-Map1 


‘To demon 





A Romance of Brains and Inttiatrve in Business 


TRYING I'T ON THE DOG 


cA Bubbling Phosphate on Advertising 
IVERTISING will sell anything 


—even dog soap!—and here is a 
thoroughly interesting, up-to-the-min- 
ute story about an advertising campaign 
in which a live-wire young chap started 
‘vo- 
If you like business 
but love romance better, or if you have a 
weakness for romance but feel more at 
you'll be equally 
For the ting- 
ling hero sets his humorous lance atthe 
worldand winsthe tilt one hundred per 
cent withan honest-to-goodnessad\ er- 
one that you could 
provided there 
you like 


telling! 


FAILURE, 


Illustrated by FRANK Gopwin. 


trate whether advertising will sell books, 
senda copy of this novel prepaid on approval to 


THE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY, 






i 


Pe Sy 
\ Gane > : 


Price $1.75 


the publishers will, on request, 
anv reader of this magazine. 


Publishers, Indianapolis 











you will, 
one 


that he must have known no English- 
man could get the American perspec- 
tive on Washington. 

America has always’ venerated 
Washington as the Father of his 
Country, whereas England must al- 


| ways desecrate him as her wayward 


the Prodigal Son of England if 
minus the desire to be made 
of her hired servants or to be 
kissed parentally by George the third 


son; 






WITH THIS 


WAY OR I MAY 


THE HIT YOU 


ON'T!” 
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| in a few hours--at home--in private by the wonderful 


| Studio 169 


| of 
| “Mary Stuart.” 


and persuaded to eat his fatted calf. 
Instead, Drinkwater took a squint 
History and saw Mary, Queen 
Hootch, from which eventuated 


at 


But Mary, in America, was his- 
trionically as unfortunate as she was 
historically in Scotland. She veni-ed, 
she vidi-ed but she didn’t vic? for 
sour apples. 

Howbeit, we hope that Drinkwater 
will take another squint at History 
and “see America first.” We have 
proudly to offer him such names as 
Jefferson, Franklin and Monroe, 
though we just as proudly withhold 
from him such others as Ford, Bryan 

nd Volstead. 


Ruburban 
A country club is no place for a 
farmer. 


experience and Proportion 
Only a very new bride would place 
the angel cake beside the deviled ham. 





Learn to Dance 


CAN TEACH YOU Fox- Trot, One-Step, Two-Step, 


Waltz and newest ‘‘up-to-the-minute’’ society dances 





Peak System of Mail Instruction 
REMARKABLE new METHOD. Easy--fascinating. 
Fosttively, 20 ot! i oan No — --no partner 
€ ic successtu 
SOMbLeTE (COU Ff RSE OK er TRIAL. Write me today 
FRe mI t w Surprise or 
oF &RAWILLIAM CHANDLER PEAK, M. B. 
4737 Broadway Chicago, Mm. 








What the Old Vet Said to Newlydry 


By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES 


The Decameron en Casserole. 


ORALS were lax in Phila- 
M. delphia in those days. Fam- 
- ily picnics were held in the 
“Family Entrance” parlors. You 
could lay anything from a penny to 
au prize pony on the spear in the 
gambling rooms on Locust Street. 
Six-year-old girls rode the high 
Columbia bicycles. Sunday school 
associations used to visit the Glou- 
cester race track—‘just to see the 
pretty ponies.” Four-year-olds used 
tc “run the growler” for the Tired 
Business Papa. Acrobats walked 
the tight-rope strung from house to 


house balancing cases of Trimble 
whiskey on their noses, with a 
pousse-cafe for parapet. And 


other things. . . . 

You can see how wide open the 
Quaker Town was when I tell you 
that I was taken at the tender age of 
something-or-other to see “Boccac- 
cio” at the old South Broad Street 
Theatre by an elderly spinster aunt. 
In that cast were DeWolf Hopper, 
just out of pinafores and dear old 
Digby Bell, now forever beyond the 
hooks of the Volstead joy-baiters. 

It was my first opera. But the 
next day I sneaked a copy of the im- 
mortal and delightfully immoral 
tales out of the public library, and 
I’ve been a Boccaccio fan ever since. 
Philadelphia has closed up since, but 
“The Decameron” will go on forever. 

Naturally, the title, “The New 
Decameron” (Robert McBride & 
Co.), intrigued (to use “Bob” Cham- 
bers’ fluffy word) me exceeding 
when it hit the reviewing table. 
Here’s a party of story-tellers stalled 
on a yacht outside the three-mile 
limit without a sud on board. They 
got to telling yarns. They are by 
various authors—a sort of “Decam- 
eron en Casserole.” Some of them 
are powerful, others just powerful, 
a few skid. Variety is the spice of 
this book. 


Quit It! 
ALKING about the association of 
ideas, as old Doc Einstein would 
say, I got thinking of schooners while 


reading a book on bar sinisters. 
From schooners to bars my thought 
floated airily to the word “froth,” 
and from “froth,” by one of those 
curious inverted shimmies of which 
my jazzy brain is often guilty, the 
words “United States Navy” bobbed 
up. 
Was this last hitching up of 


associations—between “froth” and 
“navy’—caused by the endless 
Daniels-Sims controversy? I leave 


it to Psyche Anal Siss, the great 
subconscious mouser. 

Every time our navy does some- 
thing somebody comes along and 
says we didn’t do it. Now, I think 
that Daniels, although a “dry,” did 
a pretty good wet job during the 
war. Neither Charlie Chaplin nor I 
could have done better. And I also 
think that Admiral Sims has got 
«x big head. He never Sinn Feigns. 
But Daniels and Sims had to get into 
a bally snarl over How many quarts 
of water are there in the Atlantic 
Ocean and Should battleships be 
square-rigged or gallant boomed? 


Fancy that, Hedda! 

Can’t these navy senior wranglers 
be persuaded to take a shore leave 
once in a while and give us a chance 
to tend to our lawful business of sea 
rum running? 





Drawn by R. B. FUuLter. 


THAT SoutH SEA ISLAND NOVEL. 
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Bobs up Tracy Barrett Kittredge 
with a book (“Naval Lessons of thé 
Great War’; Doubleday, Page & 
Co.) that gives us the data, ver- 
batim and bullum of the whole raz- 
zoo. He who reads may run. I did. 

Let us have yeast! 


White's Sixteenth Homer. 
‘THe Grand March Struck up 

“Andaluzy Annie.” There was a 
rubber mat punch in the corner. A 
bottle labelled “Sal Hepatica” hung 
neck-foremost out of Col. Peyton’s 
pocket. 

Direful Doings were in the air. 
A cloud or two skirmished into po- 
sition in the Dun Heavens. It 
threatened to be David Wark 
Griffith’s Monumental Moment. 

Kenneth Boyd loved Daphne 
Brainerd with a love that was more’n 
the love of the lovely Annabel Lee. 
Sing Toy had his pigtail combed 
pompadour and his eyebrows were 
marcelled. He was the Clate Lusk 
of China in Disguise. 

“Well, good-by!” bawled Kenneth 
as he whistled “La Donna e Mobile”’ 
to the West Wind. This was the 
beginning of the Cruel Misunder- 
standing. The Grand March played 
on. How could the G. M. know what 
was in the air? Could it be the door- 
mat punch? (“The Rose Dawn,” 
Stewart Edward White; Doubleday, 
Page & Co.). 

Well, anyhow, with a Truly Crea- 
tive Realism the story rolls into the 
scherzo obbligato dimension with 
cboe frills. Jimmy Carstairs (’mem- 
ber the name?) laid his case notes 
at the brogans of Daphne; but, alas 
end odz bunk! she was chloeing else- 
where that soir. Sing Toy’s pompa- 
aour contained a wireless apparatus 
among other things. George Scott 
got the signal at Aqueduct while he 
was fixing up the first race in the 
paddock. But it was too late. Arny 
Rothstein was already on his way te 
Chicago. 

Bates suddenly cackled. Bates was 
troubled with low visibility and the 
safety cut off his beauty pimple. But 
he intercepted the wireless and his 
brain rose to his ears. 

Everybody else is Masterfully Por- 
trayed. And Southern Chivalry !—it 
chivvles all through the book. 


No Shocks Listed 
“Why do they call that shop an 
‘automobile laundry’?” 
“Probably because when they send 
your car back to you the tail light is 
ripped off or the fender’s gone.” 


Sweet Charity 
Beggar—Would you help a poor 
old man whose wife is out of work? 


PRESS OF WILLIAM GREEN, NEW YORE 





























Wise Man Says: 


“Some workers never learn 

but others get the point— 
youll have money when 
you need it if you save 
some every week.” 


The man who worried least when the factory 
closed and the “No Help Wanted” signs were 
posted was the man with a savings fund. That 
man knows the importance of saving part of each 
week’s pay. 


Look ahead. Save regularly. See that a Govern- 
ment Savings Association is formed in your es- 
tablishment to make it easier for you to invest in 
Uncle Sam’s 


Treasury Savings 
Securities 


The Government Loan Organization and your 
employer will help you form such an Association. 


Treasury Savings Securities are on sale at Banks 
and Post Offices. 


Government Loan Organization 
Second Federal Reserve District 


120 Broadway New York City 



































ISCOVERED and perfected ina period 
of many years of practical use by a 
} sea captain who served in the U. S. Navy 
and later on palatial private yachts, 
equipped with the finest and most elabor- 
ate of fittings. 

It was his need for something that would 
clean, polish with a permanent, damp-proof 
glow that brought Afterglow Satin Finish 
Polish into life. 

He produced the polish that lasts in spite 
of the ever-present dampness of sea air. 
It was the one thing for his task, since it re- 
moved finger marks from the white wood- 
work, brightened up the brass fittings, 
polished the mahogany panellings and 
furniture. 

It did all this and did it well. 

Afterglow Satin Finish Polish has suspended 
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Prices Ser 25c 


a te oem 


27 Thames Street : 
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Something New 


ters OW 
NISH ) POLISH 


8 oz. bottle orcan.. 60c 


and Better! 








in its composition a number of qualities 
all perfectly balanced, each performing a 
certain function. 


It cleans, “feeds” and preserves any paint- 
ed surface. 


It puts new life into the finest furniture or 
cabinetwork, bringing out the beauty of 
the grain, leaving a glowing, lasting finish. 
Absolutely harmless, 4fterglow Satin Finish 
Polish removes ink, dirt, finger marks, as 
wellas the blue streaks caused by dampness. 


It cleans and polishes white woodwork, 
pianos, victrolas—all fine woodwork; por- 
celain, brass or nickel, mirrors, windows, 
windshields. 


Afterglow leaves a finish that is lasting and 
permanent. 


Try it and you will use no other. 


AT YOUR DEALER 


16 oz. bottle or can. . $1.00 


MAGNESIUM PRODUCTS CO., INC. 


New York City 
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